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"WESTWARD HO-IN'49"
Memoirs of Captain Thomas S. Wylly
Edited and annotated by Thomas S. Wylly III

Part II

Captain Thomas S. Wylly at the time of his memoirs.
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We had generally been able to buy things to eat or pay for a meal at
any of the farmhouses. On knocking at the door it was opened by a
lady , nicely and neatly dressed, who on being informed of our wants
insisted on our going in, saying that their dinner was just ready and
that she and her mother would be glad if we would dine with them.
We did so and we had a good dinner, and they were kind and
hospitable . A china washbowl and clean towels were luxuries we had
not seen in a long time . We sat and rested for a short while after
dinner, and in conversation, we learned that she was the widow of
Joseph Smith , the Mormon prophet." As I do not remembr exactly in
what year he was killed by the Missourians I can't form any correct
estimate of this lady's age, but she was a young looking woman. I
believe that as the doctrine of plurality was started by Mr. Smith, he
probably left more widows than one. After leaving Mrs. Smith's we
pushed on and got back to camp about ten that night, having made
forty miles since dawn that morning .
And now we had to realize that we were facing a grave situation. To
wait until next spring to cross the Sierra Nevada meant to wait a long
time for the snows did not melt in those passes until very late . And
yet there was but one alternative, and that was to try the Southern
route, which at first we had thought practicable only for pack mules.
With our wagons this would never have been undertaken but for the
Mormons, who were thoroughly acquainted with this route, assuring
us that after a certain date in the fall, I believe about the first of
October, there was plenty of both grass and water, and the wagons
would get through quite safely. 77
It is impossible to tell what motive actuated those people to mislead
the emigrants so grossly, whether they became uneasy at the large
numbers that were gathering in the valley, and did not like the idea of
this crowd of free thinking Americans remaining so long among their
people, I do not know. But there was one thing certain, no Mormon of
that time was acting on his own volition. Everything he did had to
have the approval and was generally instigated by his leaders, and
they now made it their business to persuade the emigrants that there
would be no difficulty in getting through with the ox teams.
There was a meeting of almost all the emigrants in the valley to
discuss what was best to be done under the circumstances. There
were one hundred and eighty wagons represented that determined to
make the ~ra il. There were also a number who determined to take
another route. But all were anxious to get away . A good many
Mormons who were supposed to know all about the route were at the
meeting as advisers . Two of them proposed that if the emigrants
would hire them as guides they would undertake to see them all
through safely. A train of one hundred and ten wagons agreed to
these terms and hired one of them. I don't know what they were paid,
but the money was raised and they were either paid in full or got half.
Among these one hundred and eighty wagons that were so blindly
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beguiled to their destruction were many families of helpless women
and children. l3
This left seventy wagons that refused to go into this arrangement,
their owners stating that it would be impossible to provide grass and
water for so large a train . These seventy wagons that would not join in
the organization that hired the Mormon guides immediately
organized two trains of thirty-five wagons each, one of which elected
Hooker Captain . All was now haste and bustle to get started on the
road, very few having the slightest conception of what they were
going into. We ourselves should have had, and to some extent did
have, some knowledge of the character of the country we were
planning to enter because Hooker had Fremont's survey of it. But the
Mormons insisted that we would find conditions much better at this
season , and that in many places represented as without grass or
water, by slight detours they could both be found .
The route we were taking was to strike south from Salt Lake until
we intersected the old pack mule trail from Santa Fe in New Mexico to
San Diego in California on the Pacific. As soon as it was resolved to
go, it became important to get off as soon as possible, and the train
that got off first had a slight advantage over those that followed, as
the grass eaten by the first train would not be there to nourish the
second." The other thirty-five wagon train was collected and ready,
so they got off immediately, while we had to wait to get our train
together. We got off a few days after them, and well ahead of the one
hundred and ten wagons.
And so we started on our most disastrous journey, and I realized
that attempting to describe its horrors and the pitiless desert that ate
up our teams, and from which we barely escaped with our lives, that
it will be difficult for people of our day to understand how such things
could ever have been.
This country was at that time an unbroken wilderness, and almost
an unbroken desert, from Lake Utah to within a few miles of the
Pacific. I see by the maps of today it is interspersed with towns, and
must be more or less inhabited, but in the days of which I write its
only inhabitants were Digger Indians and horned lizards, and the
latter were the most harmless and the most respectable .
And now I must say that while our travel from Lake Utah, the
outermost settlement of the Mormons, to the Virgin River, with its
trials and its sufferings, is most indelibly engraven on my memory,
yet the minutia of camps, marches, distances or even names of a part
of this route have in a great measure passed from me.
It seems to me that in a few days after leaving Lake Utah we got
into a country where there was very little water or grass, and it was in
this section that I remember several times after traveling all day
without water, our digging for it in the dry bed of streams, sometimes
getting enough to quench our thirst, and sometimes none, but never
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enough to be of any service to our cattle. I remember many camps
where it took nearly half of us on duty at a time to guard our oxen and
keep them with us, the poor famishing creatures could not rest on
account of their sufferings from thirst and were constantly trying to
get away, first in one direction and then in another, in search
of water."'
At the same time we were often suffering as much as they . Many a
night while kept constantly on our feet trying to control our half
frantic cattle we were suffering as much ourselves, often chewing
bullets or bits of leather, seeking relief that of course was only
imaginary. Yet to let our oxen get away from us at one of these
waterless camps would have meant death to the weaker of our party
and a close call for many, for once free they would strike straight for
the last water even if it were forty miles off, nothing but falling by the
way would have stopped them, and many would have done that, and
by the time the broken -down remainder got back to the wagons, what
would have been the suffering there? Even if they knew that the
water was a comparatively short distance ahead, their food was all in
the wagons, and to have left them unguarded would have meant
disaster of another kind, for now we were facing the active hostilities
of the Indians.
I am not sure just where we entered the country inhabited by the
Digger Indians, but I believe he began to be in evidence within a
hundred miles of Utah Lake, and we never lost him until we had long
passed the Rio Virgin.''
The Digger Indian is, or was at that time, the lowest type of
American Indian, at least he was the lowest thing I ever saw to have
any pretention to humanity . As a fighter he was not even worth
consideration . He was armed only with bows and arrows, and no
matter how many of them, I do not think they could have been
induced to face half-a-dozen white men openly. But as a beast of
prey, as skulking hyenas, as tireless wolves, they would have put to
shame their four-footed similitudes. From the time we entered the
country inhabited by them I believe the hours we were out of their
sight were few .
To many minds the word desert means only a sandy plain, but we
were traveling through a rugged broken country more or less covered
with sage brush, and scanty water at very long distances, at that time
in every sense a desert, and from the top of every hill and from every
rock the wolfish eyes of the Digger Indian were greedily watching our
course. Let an animal fall by the wayside and you might think, if the
next camp were nearby, that you could return and when he had rested
bring him in; and you might return and you would find his bones, but
hide and flesh were gone. Good for you that when you went back you
carried your rifle, or from some thicket of sage brush you might catch
a Digger arrow which, though only a miserable reed, could kill. Even
after the train had reached camp and the animals were turned loose to
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pick the scanty herbage, their only chance of holding out, let one get
for a moment out of rifle range, and he journeyed no farther. He
would be filled with Digger arrows:12 That was all they wanted; you
had to leave him, and they ate him. They had no other use for any
animal , and it mattered not to them whether it was horse, ox or mule,
all were acceptable to them .
It is difficult, perhaps impossible, for the reader of today living
peaceably at home to understand the feelings of hatred and loathing
with which we got to regard these people, who hung upon our tracks
like wolves around a herd of buffalo, devouring the young, the old
and the weak . In truth they were more like wolves than anything else
in this world, and I know that we classed them in our minds about
with the wolf and the rattlesnake, at least the adult males . But with
the cunning of the wolf, and his untiring trot, they almost always
escaped our pursuit, and by the time his pursuers were back he was
close behind and seeking an opportunity to strike where we were
most vulnerable, for our cattle were our life. At least the loss meant
great suffering and danger to women and children of whom there
were quite a large number in each of the three trains that were now
struggling through this desert country.
In our train there were now several more families besides those
already mentioned, families of women and children, and their
husbands and fathers had each day to contemplate the possibility of
being stranded in these inhospitable wilds. The natural difficulties of
our position were increased tenfold by the vulture-like pursuit of
these human wolves .
And now perhaps it is time to give some description of the Digger
Indian himself. He was the lowest type of his species. His name,
Digger, properly ''root digger'' was derived from his living
principally on roots, supplemented by a diet of ants, bugs and horned
toads . This is what I had heard of him, but I found later from personal
observation that he also gathered on some of the streams like the Rio
Virgin, considerable quantities of the bean or seed of the Mesquite
tree that grows along that stream and probably on others. He struck
me as rather undersized, his body and head bent slightly forward
probably because his eyes were devouring the earth in search of
bugs, ants and other like delicacies. His gait whenever I saw him was
always a sort of dog or wolf trot, which I believe the wretches could
keep up forever. It is possible that this lupine gait may have been
caused from the fact that we were always making the most futile
efforts to overtake him. I know that I am naturally a tender-hearted
man, yet I have followed them for hours with the one desire, to kill!
I forgot to say that he was about naked and entirely barefooted. His
tracks in soft spots showing how closely he was looking after us was a
constant aggravation. I don't know whether we had got to that pass,
where like a prejudiced jury our verdict could not be trusted, but I
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know that we all came to the conclusion that his track, short and
abnormally broad across the toes, was more animal than human.
For a time after leaving Lake Utah the distances, names and
camping places are all a little uncertain. The first camp that is clearly
fixed in my mind is when we reached a small river of clear water
bordered with a grove of cottonwood trees . The name of it has dwelt
in my memory as the Santa Clair, but I have looked on maps and now
can find no such river. At any rate I do not think that we followed the
course of this river but only camped on its banks for a few days to
recruit our tired teams before starting on another march of horrors,
worse than those we had already passed. 33
From this stream to the Rio Virgin , a long distance, almost all that
dwells in my memory is a succession of waterless stretches, teams
staggering along, every now and then an ox falling by the wayside to
rise no more, for we would have to leave him, and as soon as we were
out of sight the Digger had him. Many oxen after resting would have
gotten up and followed into our next camp, now and then one did, and
men would have gone back and brought some in, but unless someone
was able to stay with them there was little use in going back. They
would give out all along the trail, and each day too many fell for men
to stay with them .
And now we began to leave wagons as well · as oxen. When two
teams became too weak each to pull their wagon the owners would
select the wagon they thought best, put both their effects into it, or
the part they thought most valuable, hitch the remains of their two
teams to the one and abandon the other. This soon became the
common everyday occurrence, and wagon after wagon would be left
along the trail. Along this part ofthe route you might almost any time
see women and children dragging their weary limbs along behind
their wagons to lighten the load on their tired teams that were
staggering along with frothing mouths, lolling tongues, and
distended eyeballs.
As I said before, distinct rememberances of our marches I have
not, but I think that forty-mile stretches without water were not
uncommon , and remember no wagon had ever been through this
route before. Our old route from the Mississippi to Salt Lake was
every foot of it an old wagon road that had been in use for years, but
nothing but pack mules had ever been over this trail, and many
natural obstructions of the country had to be overcome .
One example of this kind I well remember. How far we had come or
from what sort of a camp I do not remember, nor do I recollect why we
traveled by night, as it was unusual. I suppose it was some long
distance without water that we were compelled to travel that
necessitated our doing so. Hooker, by close study of Major Fremont's
guide book, kept himself posted as to the length and character of each
march that we were going to undertake, and probably knew that our
march by night was an absolute necessity.
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At any rate we entered after night, luckily it was moonlight, a
narrow canyon running between two perpendicular walls six or eight
hundred or perhaps a thousand feet high . We toiled up this until one
o'clock. When day broke and I looked around it appeared to me that
we were surrounded on all sides by perpendicular walls, but on
looking closer we saw a faint trail leading up so steep an ascent that it
looked as if no one could possibly climb it, but it was our only way. 34
Hooker and the more experienced had already planned what was to
be done, and as soon as possible all hands were busy. I think a little
water had been brought in the wagons, and we had a little coffee and
bread, and then all hands went to work. All the oxen in the whole
train were made up into two long teams with each alternately pulling
one wagon to the top of the bluff, and this with the greatest difficulty
and with the help of all the men who were not driving the oxen. One
by one all the wagons reached the top, and we now found ourselves
on a high tableland too flat and open for even a Digger Indian to
approach us .
Luckily there was a little bunch grass scattered about, and just as
we had finished getting our wagons up the Lord in his mercy sent us a
soft rain that wet the grass and helped both man and beast. We let
the animals pick the wet grass until night, then hitched up and drove
on, and some time before dawn reached our next camping place.
We finally reached the Rio Virgin with possibly twenty wagons and
perhaps two-thirds of our oxen. The oxen were so worn out as to be
quite unfit to undertake further hardships. Where we struck the Rio
Virgin we found it a rather narrow river, very turbid and running
through a narrow valley bounded by high bluffs from the tops of
which extended wide stretches of tableland covered sparsely with
sage. My recollection is that lower down the valley became more
broken, the bluffs at times coming near the river . 35
When we reached the river our animals were in such miserable
condition that all we could do was to try to build them up, and to this
end we traveled slowly along its banks. We stopped wherever we
found the best grass, though none of the best anywhere, and moved
on when it was necessary to find new pasture . I do not remember just
how far we followed the Rio Virgin, but we were on its banks quite a
long time.
Now we had reached a temporary haven of rest, even if not a very
good one. The water of the river was so thick that we had to fill every
vessel that we could at night and let them settle for the morning's
use. It was water and plenty of it, and the grass was very coarse and
not much of it. It was grass and the animals ate it, and we were only
moving a few miles at a time and all resting from the hard times we
had been through.
It is well-known that idleness and ease are breeders of discontent
and bickerings, and this was now to be exemplified in our little band.
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While we were struggling through the desert we had stood
shoulder-to-shoulder and every man's trouble was his neighbor's.
Now I managed to get up one more, and I believe the last, quarrel
while I was gone. I f~ll out with a man about thirty years old and large
and strong enough to have tied me in a knot if he had got hold of me .
Traveling with one of the families of our train was a young Irish girl of
some twenty years and of very comely appearance with whom my
susceptible friend had become very much enamored, and as I was
afterward told, but I was certainly not aware of at the time, that I had
incurred his displeasure simply by from time-to-time exchanging a
few civil words with the young lady.
Be that as it may, he and I and quite a large party were gathered
around our camp fire, and rough jesting was the order of the day and
we were having quite a merry time. Just at the moment our trouble
commenced I, quite unaware that I was already in the black book of
my double-fisted friend, was amusing the company by recounting
some few little evidences of devotion that I had witnessed between
him and his fair enamorada, when without any warning he struck with
all his force a blow at my face, which if it had reached it would have
made an undistinguishable ruin of my countenance; but it never
reached it.
Luckily I saw it coming and dodged enough to get only a glancing
blow on the top of my head where the skull was much too thick to be
hurt by anything ordinary. But it rolled me heels-over-head off the log
on which I was sitting, and stirred up all the blood of my
fighting ancestors.
In one instant I was on my feet, and the next with the full swing of
my right arm and all the strength that was in it I brought the barrel of
a heavy pistol that always hung at my belt directly across the face of
my friend, and with such force as to send him reeling backward, and
entirely spoiled his beauty for a long time. I am afraid his nose which
was rather prominent never quite recovered its shape . He would have
fallen, but that he brought up against a wagon wheel. The next
moment with the rush of a mad bull he would have been on me, but I
held him at the point of my pistol, and while he gazed into the barrel I
expressed myself very forcibly, but at the same time magnanimously
offered to waive all the advantage of the drop which I had on him, and
go right out on the plain and settle our little matter, fairly and without
any hard feelings. But he most positively declined, saying that he was
not damn fool enough to go out and let me shoot at him, but said that
he would see that I got a hole through my carcass before I got to
California. I gave him a little forcible advice about talking so
imprudently, and he dropped the matter and never remembered to
take it up again.
Since reaching the river we had not been troubled by the Indians,
yet most of us were sure they were watching us from every bluff and
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Hooker insisted on the same strict guard that we had always kept and
that the cattle must be kept under the same restraint and
surveillance . Many of the men grumbled at the guard duty they had
to do, and claimed that the river protected them on one side and that
the bluffs on the other were generally inaccessible, and the ground
too open for the Indians to do us any harm. Then there were others
who claimed that restraining the cattle so much kept them from
getting the full benefit of the rest that we were giving them. Among
these was Mr. Holcome, who was a thorough plainsman and knew all
about cattle and undoubtably what he said about them was correct as
far as it went, but he did not appreciate the Indian. Hooker insist~d
that they were underestimating the danger from the Indians and
insisted on a strict guard being kept. 36
Old man Holcome had never gotten reconciled to what he called too
much confinement of the cattle, and made light of the danger from
the Indians, which he claimed was past. He had saved most of his
oxen and although like the rest they were thin and weak he still had
two teams, and he had twelve or fourteen cows, altogether some
twenty-eight head.
And now Holcome announced that he was going to camp by
himself. My idea was that he thought by keeping a little ahead of the
larger train with his small bunch he could always pick the best grass
and in this way his cattle would get a material advantage, which of
course was true, and his heart was so set on improving the cattle that
he would now allow himself to see any obstacle. Like most
frontiersmen he was perfectly fearless, and held Indians in contempt.
So next morning he hitched up his two teams and with them and his
loose cattle he drove off. His party consisted of himself, his wife, his
daughter, his grown son, Ike, and two teamsters .
The following afternoon as some of us were walking ahead of our
train we saw a man coming toward us from the opposite direction as
fast as he could, and when he got near enough we recognized one of
Holcome's teamsters. On reaching us he told us that the Indians had
at noon that day stampeded most of Holcome's cattle and had run
them off. Holcome and his son had pursued them, and he had been
sent back to ask that some of us would go to his assistance, which of
course we did just as quickly as we could gather up our arms. When
we reached Holcome's camp, which was some time before dark, we
found that the Indians had gotten about half of his cattle; I believe
they got about thirteen or fourteen including two that were mortally
wounded and had to be left behind.
We now found that the day before after leaving us Holcome had
managed to put several miles between us before going into camp, and
as the night passed quietly he became more convinced of the wisdom
of his course in separating himself from the larger train. So in the
morning after letting the cattle range around pretty much at will and
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feeding quite late, he had yoked up and moved on until about one
o'clock, when coming to a specially nice bit of grass he unhitched and
turned his cattle loose to graze, and while dinner was being prepared
he also enjoyed seeing them rapidly filling themselves. While they
were doing this they were scattering more or less and some of them
getting a little farther from the wagons all the time .
Had he taken his rifle and one of his men and walked around the
herd heading the stragglers back toward the wagons, all would have
been well, but this was the very restraint that he had been opposing
and the very freedom he claimed the cattle required, so he gave
himself up to the pleasure of seeing them have a good time, and made
no move .
His pleasure, however, was short lived. One moment his eyes
rested on a scene as peaceful as possible; the next, a band of naked
Indians were running straight through his herd, and yelling as if the
fiends of Hell had broken loose . They could not cut out the whole
herd, for to do this they would have been obliged to come within
range of old man Holcome's rifle, and that would have insured some
of them staying behind . But the range of the old muzzle-loading rifle
of that day was quite limited, so they were able to come pretty near
without much risk.
The band that struck this blow were probably about twenty-five or
thirty strong. They dashed in a straight line through the center of the
herd. The cattle that were between them and the wagons ran toward
the wagons and were saved. Those that ran in the other direction
were cut off, and the Indians struck out like a long skirmish line
behind them, yelling like demons. At first rush they cut out more than
half, but Holcome and his son caught up their guns and followed
them so fast that they were obliged to let some of the cattle break
away. When they could they sent arrows into them and two were
mortally wounded and had to be abandoned, and others slightly
wounded got well . But if not for the hot pursuit of the two men the
loss would surely have been greater.
The teamsters had been left behind to guard the wagons and collect
the cattle that had run away. The Holcomes would have followed
farther but they were uneasy about the wagons and those with them
as there were only two teamsters left there, and one of them was to go
back to our camp for help .
When our party reached Holcome's camp it was still some hours
before night. Holcome and Hooker after careful consideration
decided that as they were sure we were being watched by the Indians
lying on the bluff, even Holcome now became convinced of this, ·it
was best not to start after the raiders until night had set in, when they
would no longer be able to see our movements. As the moon was not
far from full we made no question of being able to follow the trail of
the cattle . The country they had to travel was high rolling tableland
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thinly sprinkled over with sage brush . The surface of the earth was
covered with a crust of gravel and sharp pebbles that every
movement of the foot disturbed, leaving a plain trail. As it was
inhabited by no other four-footed animals that would leave tracks to
confuse us there could be no difficulty in our following the trail left by
the cattle .
Each of us that was going provided himself with some bread and
meat to take along, and as soon as night set in, eleven in number and
well-armed, we took up the trail of the raiders and their stolen cattle .
We took every precaution to prevent the Indians in case they kept up
their watch by night from suspecting that we were after them . It was
arranged that three of our men who were not going with us but had
come from the train to stay the night were to keep up a little fire for an
hour or two after we left and they and the two teamsters were to be
seen at intervals moving about the campfire . Our party did not leave
camp together but slipped away one at a time and met at a point a
quarter of a mile beyond the trail we planned to follow . We knew we
could intersect it at the point where the Holcomes had abandoned
their pursuit. In this way, even if our camp was being watched, we
could get away without their discovering it .
When our little party got together, Holcome, Hooker, myself and
some others whose names I cannot remember, made our way as
quickly as possible to the trail we intended to follow, and we took it up
with high hopes of coming up with the marauders before morning.
We had not, however, appreciated the roughness of the country
where by night you could never be sure of your footing. This made
our progress both slow and wearisome and after pushing on until
within an hour or two of daylight some of the men began to insist that
they could not hold out any longer and that it was better to stop until
it was light enough to see where we were stepping, and after some
low-voiced remonstrance this was agreed upon.
Just after we first struck the trail, only a little beyond where the
Holcomes had given up their pursuit, we came upon a large red ox,
one of the finest of the teams, standing gasping for breath with a
dozen arrows in him. He had evidently broken back, and being too
much pressed to head him off they had filled him with arrows as this
would insure their finally getting him. Four times during the night we
came to the bones of animals that had given out and fallen by the
wayside, but in each case the bones were all that was left. They were
cleaned of every particle of flesh and skin, even the entrails were
gone, and I do not think they could have had anything with which they
could cut or chop, for the bones were neither broken nor separated,
the frames being intact as though being picked clean by vultures. 3'
We rested where we had stopped until day began to break and then
hurried on. Very soon we discovered what a grievous mistake we had
made in stopping where we did, for within a mile of where we had
stopped the Indians had spent the night, and they seemed to have
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gathered from every direction.
The ground was trampled as if by a herd of cattle, and marks of
dozens of little fires were on the ground. The older heads among us
estimated that there were more than two hundred Indians there. The
tracks were of all sizes and shapes, so that the women and children
must have gathered to the feast. Two more of the cattle had fallen just
before they stopped and their bones were left to mark the spot, and
we saw where the few that were still alive, probably so weak that they
could run no more, had lain for awhile.
Our disappointment was very keen. We felt like the hunter when
the wolf that has been ravaging his flock escapes him, and some of us
were very indignant with those whose weakness had compelled
us to stop .
But with more years, a cooler head and thinner blood, I cannot help
being glad that I did not get the opportunity to imbue my hands in
the blood of those wretches that night. If we had crept on them that
night there is little doubt that they would have been punished
severely before they could have gotten away. We could not know that
women and children were among them, and in shooting at night there
can be no discrimination. So no matter how I felt that morning, I am
glad now that I got no chance to do any shooting that night, for
although the blood of a full -grown raider would have set lightly
enough, that of a squaw or papoose would, even in those careless
days, have been gruesomely uncomfortable.
We took up their fresh trail determined to follow them to their lair
wherever that might be, and which we thought might in in some
broken rocky-looking hills which we saw some distance ahead, and for
which their course was not steering as straight as a beeline. Their
trail now looked as if it had been made by the whole tribe, and they
seemed not to have the slightest suspicion that they were being
pursued, for when we first caught sight of them they were on the bare
top of a low hill, and looked like a black mass of some sort of animals
stirring about, and they were so busy that they did not see us until we
were within half a mile of them, by which time the seething animals
had assumed the appearance of naked imps of darkness.
On perceiving us they were evidently thrown into the wildest
confusion, gesticulating and running about and apparently gathering
up things in every direction, but in a few minutes the whole body
streamed off in a diagonal direction and almost immediately
disappeared over a bluff which we had taken for a hill when we first
saw it.
Here we found the bones of four more oxen, the killing and cutting
up of which was the occupation which so engrossed their attention
when we were approaching them. As they went off we saw two more
oxen with them. On reaching the bluff we found that it overlooked the
river just where it made a sharp bend in our direction. At its foot was
a narrow strip between it and the water which was covered by a grove
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of cottonwood and willow . This strip was probably four hundred yards
long and just reached the bend where the river cut right under the
bluff. It was accessible only at the upper end where we struck it, the
rest of the way to the bend being almost perpendicular.
When we saw that the Indians had gone down there we thought we
had them in a trap which we forthwith prepared to spring. Three men
were detailed to keep along the top of the bluff from where a bullet
could be thrown into almost any part of the thicket below, while the
rest of us entering the upper part of the narrow wood which was not
very thick would drive straight through, the men on the bluff keeping
abreast or a little ahead of us to apprise us just where the Indians
were, as well as to add to their demoralization by sending their
bullets among them.
It was a fine plan and we expected some fine shooting, but Mr.
Indian did not intend to die so easily, and we had hardly entered the
cottonwood grove before we heard the men on the bluff calling that
the Indians were taking the water. We ran to the river's edge, and
saw that two or three hundred yards below the river was actually
black with heads. We commenced firing and shot away considerable
ammunition, but the distance was too great. It is possible that a few
may have been struck by partly spent balls, but I am satisfied that
there were not many good Indians made that day.
They swarmed up .the opposite bank and made their way straight
for some dark mountains that were in plain sight and not very far off.
We went to where they had taken the water; there was a narrow strip
of sand between the bushes and the river, and it was literally covered
with tracks of all sizes, and certainly of all sexes, and many of them
very small, but all of them of the same ugly shape. They must swim
by instinct for they all took to the water like little puppies and we saw
the little wretches waddling up the bank on the other side.
And now in the bushes hard by we found Holcome's last two oxen,
stuck full of arrows and dying . If we had not run our game to earth,
we had certainly made him take to water, and we could follow
him no farther .
So all that we could do was to go back and investigate his home, for
we shrewdly suspected that it was somewhere near where we first
saw him, and our surmise proved correct. On going back we found
that the high bluff just below where we had cornered them was
intersected by deep ravines or washouts, the sides of which were a
sort of sand rock, in many places overhanging so much as to amount
almost to shallow caves. In some places a little dry grass was strewn
under the overhanging rocks, in others it seemed that the earth was
their bed, and this was the lair of the wild man . Filth was everywhere
and we had to move gingerly and with circumspection. It looked like a
den of wild animals.
Here I saw what I referred to earlier in my story, that these people
collected large quantities of the mesquite bean or seed which must
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have been one of their chief sources of support. Why they stored
them as they did I cannot tell, as it must have cost them more labor
than many ways that they might have adopted. We found what were
to all intents and purposes dry wells four or five feet in diameter, they
were round and apparently reaching deep into the earth, and these
were filled to the top and packed down with the pods of the mesquite
bean, and the top covered first with a sort of thatch, and then with
large flat stones so as to form a slightly elevated cone.
We found several of these about their dens and afterward many
more on our way home, and I am afraid we did not exhibit a proper
amount of Christian charity in our dealings with the property of our
fleeing enemies across the river. The Bible says "If you are smitten
on one cheek turn the other". Instead of this we were smitten in our
cattle, and we smote them in their beans. I must confess that
personally even at that time I had some qualms of conscience. I knew
the poor devils were hungry and likely to be hungrier, but human
nature is not all saintly, and we had been harassed until the milk of
human kindness had all but turned to gall . I doubt that Job would
have come safely out of his trials if he had been tried with deserts and
Digger Indians. Since I have gotten older and more tender-hearted I
cannot help feeling a littly sympathy for these wild men of the
mountains. They were following their hereditary instincts, and
hunting for their living, and we and our stock were their natural
game . I suppose they looked upon us much as the sportsman, or I
think a better likeness the pot hunter, of today looks upon an
unusually fine flock of woodcock or mallard.
After the Indians had crossed the river and we had examined his
home to our hearts content we had to consider our best way back. We
had brought with us only a small amount of food and although used
with economy it was pretty nearly gone, so we could not waste time .
We concluded that we must be over thirty miles from camp by the
shortest route we could take. The way we had come was not to be
considered as it was too rough and circuitous. The natural way, as we
had struck the river again, was to follow it back and this we decided to
do, much to the undoing of the Digger storehouses . As I said we had
found several of their deposits of beans near their dens. Before
leaving fire was applied to these and they must have a large quantity
of oil in them for they burned fiercely, the fire consuming them and
following them down into the earth until the wells looked like
veritable fiery furnaces. The part of the Virgin River that we were to
follow back to camp was below the old Spanish pack mule trail that we
were traveling, and therefore below the usual haunts of white men,
and I suppose considered by the Indians as their safe and special
domain. As the mesquite trees were plentiful along this part of the
river bank they had gathered a great many and it seemed that where
they gathered them they stored them for every little while we would
come in sight of one of their little stone cones, and invariably the
torch was applied. "
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I must confess that I am now a little ashamed of this revengeful
performance , although I still feel sure that Job, not to mention
Samuel, would have done the same .
And now with the exception of a short rest we marched all night
and reached camp about daylight next morning .
Our train had followed the Rio Virgin for quite a long time, and we
had now reached the point where the old "Spanish Trail" left it for
the Mojave River.
This old Spanish pack mule trail was then the only route of travel
for white men or Mexicans through that part of tl)e country .
And now we realized that our situation had become desperate. We
knew that when we left the river we had a stretch of about one
hundred and fifty miles between it and the Mojave River that was if
possible, even worse than that we had passed, and that it would be
impossible for teams in the condition of ours to get through.
At first we had thought that by driving slowly and hunting the best
grass that our teams might regain strength sufficiently to make the
onward move . But building up broken -down oxen on rather sparse
pasture is slow work at best, and it soon became evident that we had
now reached a critical situation, and that something had to be done.
We had now been twice as long on our route as we were told by the
Mormons it would take , and according to such calculations as we
could make, we still had more than three hundred miles of very
difficult country between us and civilization.
Our provisions were now nearly exhausted, though we were not in
immediate danger of actually starving to death, for we could before
that happened have eaten our oxen. By abandoning our wagons and
walking and driving our oxen ahead of us and living on them we could
probably have gotten through, but the suffering would have been
more than women and children could have endured.
Our train was now virtually stalled in the desert, and our condition
becoming daily more desperate.
The only thing that seemed practicable was for an advance party to
walk through to the Spanish or Mexican settlements in California,
and send provisions back by pack mules.
There was a meeting held, and this course was determined upon.
And nine of us volunteered to make the trip through.
From our camp on the Rio Virgin to the nearest point on the Mojave
River was as near as we could estimate about one hundred and fifty
miles. This stretch of desert was virtually destitute of water and
grass. It was impossible for our teams in their weakened condition to
have crossed this stretch, and after doing so they would still have to
toil up the Mojave River, and then over the divide, and through a
difficult mountain pass to reach the nearest settlements.
Our only hope was that an advance party could get through to
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civilization in California and send back help by pack mule before it
was too late.
Nine of us volunteered to make this trip. I am sorry to say I can
remember the names of only four of our little party . I remember
Davage. Gray. Grubb and Lineberger, but the names ofthe other four
have escaped my memory.
Farther back I mentioned that although our route from Utah Lake to
the Rio Virgin was indelibly impressed on my memory yet my
rememberance of the separate camps, names, distances and so forth
are with a few exceptions not very clear. On the other hand our route
·from the Rio Virgin to the Mojave, and up that stream to the
mountain pass, and across it into that heaven of green grass and fat
cattle we descended into on the Pacific slope, every camp and every
water hole and all the distances and details are fixed as plainly in my
mind's eye as if I had seen them yesterday.
And now before our little band of nine take up our march, I must
digress to say something about the other trains that left Salt Lake
Valley _for California by the same route as ourselves. As mentioned
before a train of thirty-five wagons got off ahead of us, and a train of
one hundred and ten wagons with a Mormon guide followed us.
Although we knew that the train that got off first gained a great
advantage we did not really appreciate how much they did gain.
Many a stopping place where there had been only a little grass, still
enough to keep their cattle from actual suffering, was eaten entirely
out before they left and when we got there our poor beasts had
nothing but the bare earth to look at and perhaps pick at the roots of
the grass the other oxen had eaten. They must have reached the
Virgin River in much better condition than we did or they never would
have attempted to cross the desert stretch from that river to the
Mojave, which they not only did, but at least a part of their train got
safely across and some of them finally reached California.
I believe that twelve or fourteen wagons of this train of thirty-five
got through to the Pacific slope. They must have been in better
condition than we were or they would not have left the Rio Virgin, as
they did. However, they must have felt that they were pretty close
run, and felt that they had to get help to get through, for although
they did not stop on the Rio Virgin as we did, still before leaving that
stream they started off an advance party of about the same number as
ours and on the same errand, to send back provisions to meet them.
Our little party met both their relief party and also saw their train, or
what was left of it, of which more hereafter. The fate ofthe large train
of one hundred and ten wagons was more disastrous.
It can well be imagined that if we suffered from having been
preceded by a train of thirty-five wagons, what this train of more than
three times our size must have gone through, following after us. Of
course from personal knowledge I know very little, but we camped for
nearly two months in the section of country just below the Pass where
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we all had finally to come out, and the suffering of the emigrants on
this route was the common subject of conversation. Our troubles were
as nothing compared with the sufferings of the people of this train .
Their animals died, and their wagons had to be abandoned on the
desert. I heard that one single wagon of the one hundred and ten got
through. There is no doubt there would have been great loss of life
among them but for the relief trains that were sent to meet them and
through whose help they were gotten in . Their Mormon guide,
thinking that in their indignation he would be roughly handled,
slipped away in the night and made his escape.
One party or group attempted to find a better or shorter route by
leaving the regular trail, and some of them perished in the barren
mountains of that region. ••
Provisions were so scarce that anyone who would sell any could get
his own price. I heard, and unquestionably it was authentic, that a
man rolled out some dough thick enough for a moderate biscuit, cut
out one hundred with a tumbler, baked them and sold them to a party
often men who were starting to walk through for one hundred dollars
in gold. I also heard that afterward the same man would have given
two hundred dollars to get them back.
And now to return to our own affairs, which had by this time
reached a condition where no time could be lost in procuring
provisions for the people of our train . Provisions were running so low
that we were already on short allowance.
After returning from our pursuit of the Indians Holcome's wagons
were moved back to our camp, and all camped together. Each day the
oxen were to be driven under strong guard to wherever the best grass
could be found . It was hoped that in this way they would be able to
move on in a couple of weeks . If they moved before we could get
provisions back to them, then it would meet them on the road.
Our little band of nine now prepared to leave at once on our long
walk. To prepare for our trip did not take long. We knew that we were
short on provisions and on careful examination it was found that we
were even more so than we at first supposed . We could make no
positive estimate as to how quickly we could get help back to them,
for we had no knowledge of just what conditions we would meet when
we got through . We were provided with money enough to purchase a
moderate supply of flour and bacon, and we were to hire pack mules
to take it out on the trail until they met the train; but just how feasible
this would be none of us could tell. If it took more time than we
expected, the people left behind might be reduced to the verge of
starvation before relief reached them. Under these circumstances it
was of course evident that we who were leaving should not draw on
their slender stores more than was absolutely necessary.
After careful consideration it was agreed that each of us should be
furnished with six pounds of baked biscuits, they had to be baked
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before we started as we would have no possible way of cooking them
afterward, and a small piece of raw bacon . Each got a piece about two
by three inches out of a moderately thick side. For a long time cooking
bacon had already become an extravagance seldom indulged in.
Luckily there was one article still plentiful with us. We must have
originally brought an over supply of coffee for there was plenty of it.
So we were each given a good supply of coffee, parched and ground ,
and it helped us more than I can tell . Of course there was no sugar,
but coffee was coffee.
Some of the women of the train made out of some strong cloth nine
bags arranged with straps to hang over our shoulders, and each of us
was provided with one of these bags into which was placed six pounds
of biscuits, one piece of bacon and a package of coffee . With this bag
hung from our shoulders, a quart tin cup hung to our belt and our
guns and ammunition we were ready for the road, and would have
started with nothing more for we felt that we were sufficiently loaded
for the light marching order that was necessary to enable us to cover
the distance that we knew was ahead .
But Hooker urged that my California mare should be added to our
outfit. She, like the two or three other horses with us, had been led
behind the wagons. No one ever thought of such a thing as mounting
one of them for it was taking their best to live without being ridden,
and although very thin her eyes were still bright showing that she had
no intention of dying yet. The "irreclaimable" had become so gentle
that she followed like a dog. Hooker pointed out that a part of our
route would be in the mountains where we could find it very cold, and
without blankets or protection of any sort we would certainly suffer.
So with the help of one of the men who was a good mechanic we made
a pack saddle for my mare, and in addition to a blanket each, I had a
buffalo robe, we also had an India rubber sheet. These were made
into a neat pack and put on the mare , and she went with us and
shared our hardships and lived through.
Hooker had Fremont's exploration of this very route and knew
exactly what was ahead. He wrote a minute description of the whole
of it which he gave us to take with us. He claimed that it was a little
over three hundred miles from our camp to the first settlements
we could reach ...
The following is about a summary of the description of the route
which he gave us . Nine miles from where the trail we were to follow
left the river was a spring of water. After leaving this spring the trail
crossed a flat plain forty miles wide without one drop of water. On
reaching the opposite side the trail leads to and up a rocky bluff and
here there were three or four salt springs and one fresh spring. Froin
there the trail then crossed another stretch of over forty miles without
water, when it came to a water hole the name of which I forget. From
it the trail led ten miles without water to another hole; and from this
last it Jed over a mountain range a distance of forty-five miles without
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water to the Mojave River. From there it followed that river to the
pass over the San Bernardino Mountains, on the western slope of
which were the settlements we were seeking. The above was about
the description of our route that we carried with us ."
And now for the way we fared on it. We lost no time, and as soon as
our little preparations were completed we started, each man carrying
besides his gun and ammunition, his bag of provisions which he must
live on until he got to where more could be had. Besides there was our
faithful mare with our blankets, without which as it afterward turned
out we would have suffered very much.
The plan we fixed on was to stop the first night at the spring said to
be nine miles from where the trail left the river. so as to be able to
start by day dawn on the long forty-mile stretch to the fresh and salt
springs which we knew were ahead . But as our camp was some five or
six miles from where the trail left the valley it made about fifteen
miles for us to get to the spring. So, after an early dinner, and
followed by the good wishes of all, we took the road leading our mare,
which we agreed to take turns in doing, and before sundown we were
at our spring, where we passed our first night, and before sleeping
that night looked carefully into our condition and concluded that it
was necessary to put ourselves on the very shortest allowance
of food ..,
At first we allowed ourselves five biscuits, two for breakfast, one
for dinner and two for supper, and a morsel of raw bacon each time .
But soon we were forced to reduce our daily allowance to four
biscuits, and the last day or two we had only three, one for each meal.
We spent a pleasant night by our spring, and long before day found
us each with his tin cup making coffee, our one luxury . And before it
was quite light we were on our road, which let me here say was one of
the oldest pack mule trails in America, and was worn deep into the
earth so that there was no difficulty in following it by day or night.
And every water hole and the distances between them was
well-known . We still had the same moon by which we had pursued
the Indians a few days before, and now it was just about full.
When the day fairly broke that morning it found us well on our road
and we plodded steadily on at our best speed all that day . By noon or
a little after we could plainly see what looked like a line of dark hills
ahead on which our longing eyes were almost constantly fixed,
measuring the rapidly decreasing distance between us and that
blessing of all blessings, a drink of water. The knowledge that it was
ahead gave us strength for greater exertion, and before dark we had
reached our haven of rest and refreshment.
But bitter indeed was our disappointment. And when we had fully
satisfied ourselves that not one drop of water was to be had at this
place, we were indeed almost on the verge of despair . Of course we
had not quite reached the limit of our endurance yet, as we proved,
but we felt as if we had, and we were famishing for water with the
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knowledge that water in either direction was forty miles away . We
found the three salt springs, and we found where the fresh one had
been, but it was dry." The ground had been dug down to a
considerable depth by someone ahead of us, evidently without
finding water. We dug still deeper, but it was as dry as a powder
horn. In one of the salt springs a mule was dying, the poor beast
frantic with thirst had seen what he thought was water and rushed
into it. Two days later we would have eaten him, but we were not
quite hungry enough yet. and so disheartened at our condition that it
made us improvident.
We were too thirsty to eat, but we rested by these salt springs
probably an hour. No one thought of stopping longer, for we
recognized fully that it was now a question of walking through.
or dying.
At first one or two of our number showed a little disposition to
demoralization . Two of our men talked of turning back, saying that
they knew water was behind but that the water ahead might be dried
up like this . But all soon braced up, and acknowledged the necessity
of pushing right ahead. So in about an hour we once more took the
trail and all night long we tramped steadily on. During the night a
cold wind blew directly in our faces. so hard as to actually impede our
progress. When day broke the wind ceased and when the sun rose it
became very hot, and we suffered very much. Our tongues became
dry and swollen, and after awhile we literally reeled as we walked,
but always with our faces straight to the front. Our poor mare
staggered along behind us. She scarcely needed leading, for I do not
believe she would have left us. I think that in her suffering she
thought we were her only help.
We saw mountains ahead but they were very far off, and our hearts
sank as we thought it might be there that the water was. But later in
the day we saw the white covers of wagons ahead, and about five
o'clock that afternoon we came to the water. And according to my
impression then and my recollection now "water hole" was the most
appropriate name for it. My recollection of this place is a depression
in the land of perhaps a quarter or half an acre, filled with red, muddy
water, I do not think anywhere over three feet deep, for when we
reached it there were some wagons camped on the other side and
their oxen were standing about in the pool. This was the first division
of the train that had left Salt Lake ahead of us that we had come up
with. I do not remember how many, but I think there were eight or ten
wagons camped at this place .
w"hen we reached the water we lay down with our mouths in it. It
was red and very thick, but it was the most delicious water to us, and
· we drank and drank, and some of us remembered that we might kill
ourselves, so we rested and lay down beside it and drank again, and
then someone remembered that it would be safer to make it into
coffee and drink it hot, so we did that. I had prudence enough to take
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better care of my mare than I did of myself. When she had drunk
moderately I dragged her off by main force and picketed her where
there was a little coarse grass that she could pick, and after awhile I
took her back and let her drink again and repeated this several times
before I would let her drink all she would .
We spent the night at this place, but as we knew there was another
water hole ten miles ahead, and that the next stretch after that was a
very long one and took us to the Mojave River, we determined to get
off before daylight and make the first ten miles before we ate
our breakfast ...
Accordingly next morning while the moon was still shining brightly
we started out early, and when we reached it we found a hole in the
desert earth much smaller than the one we had passed, and filled
with muddy water. There was no appearance in either of these places
of any spring that supplied the water, or any outlet for it to flow away,
and I think they were just depressions or natural cisterns that
collected any rain water that fell in the neighborhood .
When we reached this second water hole we found that we were to
have a much more bountiful breakfast than we had calculated on .
Lying by the side of the water we found an ox that had given out and
had been left to die. Evidently his hours were very few. The marks of
his fut ile efforts to rise shown plainly around him and he had resigned
himself to his fate and made up his mind to die quietly. But it was not
to be so. One of our men sent a bullet into his brain, and by the time
he was dead we were skinning his hind quarters and cooking his meat
over sage brush fires, and by the time it was half done we were
devouring it. I am afraid that both in the cooking and the eating we
had gotten down very near to the level of the Digger Indian that we
had been hunting so mercilessly a short time back. But this was no
time to hesitate about anything that would sustain life and give us
strength to push through.
We felt a heavy responsibility about getting .succor to those left
behind us quickly, and appreciati!Jg how very necessary it was to
make all speed possible, we determined to lose no time in starting on .
So after our sumptuous breakfast and a very short rest we once more
took the road . We got off at about twelve o'clock knowing that we
would have to travel all night, but there was no way of avoiding this
for of course we could not stop at the end of a ten mile walk until
another day, and once started on one of those waterless stretches it
was impossible to stop until you reached the end.
This time however we overestimated our strength, and two of our
party, Grubb and Gray, came very near falling by the wayside. Up to
this time we had been traveling over a flat country but soon after we
got off this time our trail began to ascend rapidly and we found that
we were crossing either a mountain range or a divide, we could not
tell which as the crossing was made at night. We soon began to feel
the constant uphill work very much . I think our previous exertions
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were telling on us, and early in the night two of our party were crying
stop, when stopping was impossible. To stop meant death. As we
were ascending this mountain it became very cold, and by the time
we reached the summit the cold became so intense that it seemed
stopping would mean freezing . Yet repeatedly our two men would
throw themselves down by the roadside declaring they would rather
die than go on. However, as the rest of us went on and our forms
began to get distant, in the moonlight we would see them get up and
come after us. Finally we entirely lost sight of them, and it was many
hours later when we saw them again.
This night and the next morning all of us were more used up than
we were either before or afterwards. Of course our terrible march that
had lasted almost two days was much longer and before we reached
water we were nearly dead , but what we went through then had
weakened us so that our endurance was no longer what it had been.
And now for the first time we made no attempt to stay together, each
man pushing forward to the best of his ability, and we were strung
out in a long line often out of sight or hearing of each other.
Lineberger and one man and the mare reached the Mojave about
two o'clock, and in less than half an hour five more of us were there,
but Grubb and Gray did not get in until about dark . When we reached
this river we found some wagons camped there; they were the most
advanced part of the train that had been ahead of us all the time.
They and the wagons we had left at the water hole the day before
were all that was left of them. In neither case can I say how many .
there were but they were both about stalled and near starvation. They
had, however, sent a party forward to get provisions sent out to them,
and as they had started ten days earlier than we had left our train on
the same errand, and as they had been able to move on until now,
they were very much nearer the source from whence the supplies had
to come, and they were hoping hourly for relief. •s
I ought to say that soon after leaving the place where we ate the ox
we came to and passed a wagon stalled on the trail; whether the
owner got on finally or had to go back and finish our ox we never
learned. This train seemed to have gotten into the condition we had
gotten into crossing the mountain. Each team was putting its best
foot forward and striving to reach the Mojave. I think they had no
hope of moving farther for some time.
And now that we had reached this river where, whatever other
troubles we might have, we were safe from thirst, it began to rain and
not only to rain but to come down in torrents. Luckily where we struck
the river there was a quantity of dead wood, and as what was coming
made itself very manifest in the sky, we borrowed from the ox train an
axe; and with our buffalo robe and rubber sheet on top, and bushes
around, we made some sort of a shelter. And as it was turning cold we
got together quantities of dry wood.
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Just before dark our two men, Grubb and Gray, came in wet and
almost frozen, but after warming in front of the fire for a long time
and drinking hot coffee, they seemed to get alright. It now developed
that they had finished all their rations that were to last them through
the whole trip and that now they had nothing at all. So from then on
the remaining seven had between us to make up a ration for them out
of our slender stock. They had been improvident before, and on the
mountain when they thought they were going to die they concluded it
would be a great waste to leave the provisions behind. It was very bad
at any rate. as our store was small and we were allowing ourselves
only enough to live on.
Soon after dark the rain which had been heavy turned to sleet and
the cold became very severe. Of course our hastily constructed
shelter only partially protected us but we were too exhausted for
anything to keep us awake. It was lucky that we had collected a large
quantity of dry wood, I think it was cottonwood and it burned
sp lendidly . Very early in spite of cold, sleet and rain we were all
asleep under our rude shelter with a large fire in front of it, and none
of us had any distinct idea of anything that happened that night or
until broad day the next morning. Now and then the cold would wake
a man sufficiently that in a dreamy way he would realize he had to
have some heat, and he would stagger to his feet and pile more wood
on the fire, and be asleep again before he knew it. I remember
someone shaking me awake in the night and telling me that I was
lying in the water and I remember putting out my hand and feeling
the water around and sitting up and staring at the fire for a moment,
and I suppose instinctively shuffling over to a dry spot. I remember
no more.
When we did rouse ourselves next morning it was to find the snow
falling steadily and the ground covered with about six inches of it.
Snow continued to fall until quite late in the morning, and as anxious
as we were to get on it was impossible to do so until it ceased
sufficiently for us to see our way, and even then it was difficult to get
into shape to take the road. Everything we had was wet and
altogether we were a most miserable looking lot. It was difficult to fix
our pack so that the mare could carry it for blankets that when dry
were a light load became very heavy after having absorbed half a ton
of water. But something had to be done and after much wringing and
holding them to the fire we after awhile got rid ofthe larger portion of
the water and got them made up into a pack that the mare could
carry . A little before noon we were able to resume our course. The
trail had mostly vanished.
To be continued in the Fall issue
FOOTNOTES .
26 .
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The Mormons were persecuted by the people of Missouri. and driven out of the

state. Many fled to Illinois. where they built a town called Nauvoo. Here. on June
27. 1844 their Prophet and leader. Joseph Smith . was killed by a mob.
These emigrants here assembled with their one hundred and eighty wagons
27.
were late arrivals. Their regular route to California would have been directly
westward along the valley of the Humboldt River, up the Truckee River, and over
the Sierra Nevada Mountains into California near Sacramento and the gold
mines. But these high passes were open only in summer.
28 .
About one hundred ten of these wagons. some say one hundred seven. formed
an organization known as the "Sand Walking Company", and engaged as their
guide a Mormon. Captain Jefferson Hunt.
Hunt had been a member of the famous " Mormon Battalion" that marched
from the Missouri River to San Diego.
The Old Spanish Trail between Santa Fe and Los Angeles did not pass through
29.
Salt Lake City. but across southern Utah. However. a trail though poorly marked
and seldom traveled. did run from Great Salt Lake through Utah Lake and
southward to a point where it intersected the Old Spanish Trail near present day
Para wan .
30.
In his book "Death Valley In '49" William L. Manly tells us "On the route from
near Salt Lake to this point we found the country growing more barren as we
progressed. The grass was thinner, and sage brush took the place of timber. Our
road took us in sight of Sevier Lake, and also while going through the low hills
passed Little Salt Lake. which was almost dry. with a bench around it almost as
white as snow."
And Manly continues: "This point where our paths diverged was very near the
place afterward made notorious as Mountain Meadows. where the famous
massacre took place under the direction of the Mormon generals.''
31.
In George D. Brewerton's book "Overland With Kit Carson " he writes: "The
only living creatures which inhabit the desert. except the prowling Diggers. are a
small rabbit which burrows in the ground existing I can scarce say how . lizards in
great quantities. and a small but very venomous rattlesnake. "
32 .
In their interesting and informative book the "Old Spanish Trail" by LeRoy and
Ann W. Eafen they quote from B.D. Wilson who had early settled near present
Riverside. California who had an encounter with these Indins as follows:
"He whipped from his quiver an arrow. strung it to his bow, his shot took effect
in my right shoulder, and mine in his heart."
"I discovered I had been shot by a poisoned arrow.
33.
This is the Santa Clara. a small river which flows southward into the Virgin
River near where the town of St. George is today. The Old Spanish Trail follows
along the Santa Clara for several miles to the point where it flows into the Virgin.
No doubt this is where. as Tom says. quote: " We camped on its banks for a few
days to recruit our tired teams before starting on another march of horrors . '
34 .
This difficult mountain pass may have been at or near the Fremont Pass
between the southern end ofthe Tushar Mountain range and the Parawan Valley
and Little Salt Lake.
John C. Fremont describes the Virgin River as, quote: "The most dreary river I
35.
have ever seen - a deep . rapid stream. almost a torrent. passing swiftly by, and
roaring against obstacles."
36.
When John C. Fremont with his band of explorers were traveling along the Rio
Virgin in 1884 they found the skulking Indians a constant worry and threat. ready
to cut off and kill any man or beast that might fall behind or become separated.
37.
Li eutenant George D. Brewerton describes these Digger Indians as. quote:
"The most degraded and miserable beings who inhabit this continent."
38.
We know from his report that when John C. Fremont and his party of explorers
were traveling along the Rio Virgin in 1844, that at or near this same spot where
Holcome 's little party was attacked that one of Fremont's men , George Tabeau,
who had ridden back in search of a lame mule had been killed by the Indians and
his body thrown into the river.
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39.

40.

41.
42.
43.

44.

45.
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The guide Captain Jefferson Hunt warned his party against the perils of trying
an unknown route across the desert. Yet the idea of this so-called "cut-off'
seemed so attractive that here most of the wagons left the regular route and
turned directly west across the unknown desert; leaving only seven wagons to
follow Hunt along the Old Spanish Trail.
It is interesting to note that Charles Rich, a Mormon official and a member of
the Flake-Rich pack-train had attached to one of the wagons that followed Captain
Jefferson Hunt's route a so-called "road meter."
This was one of the few wagons that got through to California, and this ''road
meter" recorded the distance to the Cajon Pass as 701 miles.
On the desert all travel is from water to water.
This first spring, nine miles from the Virgin River, was probably in the valley of
the Muddy River which flows into the Virgin.
After crossing this jornada Wylly's little party found salt springs , but to their
bitter disappointment found the fresh spring to be dry .
Upon comparing the Las Vegas spring as described by Fremont and Pratt, with
Wylly's description of the three salt and one fresh spring that he found , they
seem so different that we wonder if he found the same Las Vegas spring, or
perhaps some other. Yet, so far as known there is no other spring in the area.
From the Las Vegas spring, the Old Spanish Trail leads westward and
southward through the Cottonwood Valley and Canyon, over the Spring
Mountains to the Escobardo, or Stump Spring, then westward through the
Emigrant Pass to the Archaletta, or Resting Spring, then southward along the
Amargosa River and Salt Creek to Agua Armagosa de Tomaso, or Salt Spring,
and on southward to the Ojo de Ia Mesa, or Bitter Spring, and from there
southward and westward to the Mojave River.
The Mojave River rises in the San Bernardino Mountains and flows north and
east into the desert where it is gradually absorbed into the dry sands and finally
disappears in a dry-wash, or dry-sink .
After skirting the eastern end of the Mojave River, where it may be only a
series of dry-washes and stagnant pools of water, the trail then follows up the
river to a place at the foothills of the San Bernardino Mountains near present day
Victorville where it leaves the river and leads up and over the Cajon Pass into
southern California near present San Bernardino.
Orville G. Pratt, an attorney and politician living in Galena, Illinois, was
appointed by the Secretary of War to do some investigative work in Santa Fe,
New Mexico in 1848. Pratt kept a diary, which fortunately has recently come to
light.
"Never until now have I really known what suffering is. My feet were blistered
from walking full thirty miles yesterday over the burning sand and flint rocks.
Boots are all worn out . Coats and pants tattered from riding two miles through the
muskeet. Shirt filthy with five weeks constant wear in the dirt. Laying upon the
ground between horse and blankets at night. In addition to all else, my body is
literally alive with vermin, body lice."

ELLEN B. SABIN
Pioneer Educator
by Estelle Pau on Lau
The lifetime of Ellen C. Sabin spanned an epoch which witnessed
wars in 1865, 1898, 1917, and 1942; the evolution of the American
nation from an agrarian to an industrial economy; and movement
from a time when women had only the beginnings of a college
education to a time when women were no longer considered
"oddities" if they were college educated.' It is in the context of the
social patterns and attitudes of her time that the achievements of
Ellen Sabin in the field of higher education for women take on special
significance. For, in a very real sense, she was a pioneer.
Ellen C. Sabin was born in Sun Prairie, Wisconsin, on November
29, 1850. She was the eldest in a family of eleven children born to
Samuel Henry and Adelia M . Sabin. Records indicate that Samuel
Henry Sabin was an enterprising, independent, adventurous
frontiersman . 2 The Sabins were conscientious in their efforts to
instill in their children a strong sense of Christian morality, personal
responsibility, and independent thinking. 3 Furthermore, the Sabins
were a family of readers - a significant accomplishment in view of
family mobility, challenges of frontier life, and the economic
imperative of providing for a growing family. •
There must have been a vigorous love of adventure for the family to
have moved as much as they seem to have in mid-century. The Sabins
went to California to seek their fortune during the gold rush and
returned to Wisconsin in 1854.' Shortly after Ellen's birth in 1850,
the Sabins settled near Windsor in Dane County.
A number of factors seem to have contributed to the development
in Ellen Sabin of a strong sense of responsibility, leadership qualities,
and skill in teaching and caring for children. One of these may have
been her placement in the family. A second may have been the level
of mobility of her family . Still another may have been the frontier
conditions which Ellen Sabin knew in Wisconsin, California, and
Oregon. The frontier tended to promote a strong sense of
egalitarianism and independence of spirit. And it seems that the
imperative nature of work under frontier conditions had a significant
influence on the personality and early development of Ellen Sabin.
In 1866, at age fifteen, Ellen Sabin matriculated at the University of
Wisconsin where she studied for three years. At Wisconsin, even
though the regents had proposed as early as 1850 that a normal
department be established "wherein men and women were to share
all benefits equally ... , " no women were admitted until 1860, "
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when in a class of fifty -nine there were thirty women who attended
normal classes." • In 1863, there was a total of 117 women who
constituted what might be called "special" students in the
universities of today. They were not "regular" students; but,
according to the catalogue of 1863:
.. . all members of the normal school in addition to the proper exercises of that
department will without additional charge, have access to the lectures and other
exercises of such other university classes as with the approbation of their Principal,
they may elect to attend. 7

In 1864-5, all the students in the normal department were women. •
It was in this crucial war period, when there was added pressure for
women to prepare themselves to teach, that Ellen Sabin entered the
University in Madison in 1866. Even though the legislature had
expressed a belief in offering equal opportunities for education to
women in 1866, "not till 1874 was coeducation fully recognized
in practice ."'
When Ellen Sabin attended the University, she also taught at Sun
Prairie Township District School. After remaining at the University
for three years. she left before graduating. She later characterized
her years in college as time spent "just getting educated." Before
leaving the University , she took subjects such as beginning algebra,
mental philosophy, and botany .'•
Her experience as a teacher at Sun Prairie Township District School
left an indelible impression on Ellen Sabin - so much so that she
points to these first years of teaching time and time again throughout
her lifetime of ninety-eight years. The Sun Prairie school year was
divided into two terms consisting of four months each . One term
. commenced in May, the other in November. This schedule
accommodated children in this farming area who were needed in the
spring for planting and in the fall for harvesting. During the spring
term, Ellen Sabin received twenty-six dollars per month. Of this
amount she paid ten dollars for board, lodging, and other living
expenses. Even so, she was able to "put aside a tidy sum."" During
the winter term, she received forty dollars per month. Of course, like
most teachers of that era, she was expected to build and tend fires for
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heat and perform other chores such as sweeping and cleaning the
classroom.
After teaching .five terms in the district school, she was asked to
teach third and fourth grades in the Sun Prairie Grade School. At this
time she was only 18 years of age . The following year she was offered
the position of seventh grade teacher in Madison . She assumed that
position in the- fall of 1869. Her success was acknowledged the
following year when she became principal of the Fourth Ward School
(now Doty School). She remained in this position until 1872. 12
In 1872, the Sabins responded once again to the call of the West.
The adventurous family moved to Oregon . Because of the high
priority placed on education and because they had gotten wind of
plans for a university to be established in Eugene, the Sabins decided
to locate there . Faced with the responsibility for the education of her
brothers and sisters, Ellen Sabin set out to examine the facilities
afforded by the village of Eugene . She discovered, to her dismay,
that, although the village had a district school, the building was in
sad disrepair and was surrounded almost entirely by mud .13 But Ellen
Sabin discovered a small one-room building which had once been
used as a school. The energetic and resourceful young woman
decided to start a school of her own. At first her pupils consisted of
the six Sabin children and six others from a neighboring family .
Gradually, other residents of the town requested that the young
school teacher take their children as pupils. Soon the school grew to
the point when Ellen Sabin had "thirty-five children in all. " 15 An
astute, efficient as well as a talented teacher, Sabin was able to
accumulate $200 in gold during the winter of 1872-73 by charging fifty
cents per week for tuition. 16
Long before the day of the modern teachers' colleges came into
being. Ellen Sabin improvised principles for effective teaching. So
effective was she as a teacher that both in Wisconsin and in Oregon
she was asked to give presentations regarding her methodology and
principles of education at state teachers' conventions. 17 In Oregon her
audience included educators from the capital. The educators were so
impressed that Ellen Sabin was suggested for the position of state
superintendent of schools . At the time the post was vacant. However,
she withdrew her name because she thought that she was not yet
ready to assume such a responsibility . 18
At this time, Ellen Sabin apparently felt ready for teaching in a
large city. When her family decided to move back to Wisconsin in
1873. Ellen decided to stay in Oregon. She answered an ad in a
Portland paper seeking grade school teachers. Upon application, she
was appointed seventh grade teacher in the Old North School - later
called Atkinson School, in Portland . 19
Old North School was only one of three grade schools in Portland. It
drew its clientele from two extremes of the socio-economic strata. It
14
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was located on the waterfront in a somewhat rough section of town;
rows of saloons radiated in all directions. The school drew the
majority of its students from the families of the neighborhood where
the fathers were, for the most part, brawny waterfront workers . It
also drew children from the families of military officers at Fort
Vancouver, Washington, as well as from families from a small
wealthy section of Portland."'
After teaching a year, the twenty-four-year-old Sabin was
appointed principal of the school when the former principal resigned.
Apparently the promotion of Sabin was not looked upon favorably by
other principals in the city. Some of the teachers in her school also
regarded the appointment with disfavor. It was the first time a
woman had held such a position, and it called for some adjustment in
attitude. The salary of $1800 was also adjusted - downward to $1600
because of Ellen Sabin's "being a female.""
Discipline and dirt constituted the foremost problems for the young
principal. With typical energy, zeal, and efficiency, Sabin set out to
teach the children the essentials of cleanliness and discipline. Up to
this point, whippings were the chief means of punishment for truancy
and fighting. However, Ellen Sabin announced to her teachers that no
one was to slap a child - except herself. 22 Instead of whipping, Sabin
devised what she called "malicious torture." Her plan involved the
use of a large black book. When a pupil was unruly, truant, or
involved in a fight, his or her name was entered in the book. In
addition, the date and the misdemeanor were recorded. For the first
offense, nothing more was done. After the second offense, the child
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was told that something more would be done if there should be a third
incident. Meanwhile, Sabin would interview the individual's parents,
knowing full well that the family would employ means which she
herself would not. As a result of what Ellen Sabin called her method
of "malicious torture," "whipping" passed out at Old North School.
E11en Sabin was effective not only as principal but also as teacher.
In Wisconsin she had shown ingenuity and success in the teaching of
geography by gaining the personal involvement of the parents of her
pupils. She whetted the interest of the parents, and, as a result, the
parents often took part in the geography lesson when they arrived
with their childen in the morning. Each child and parent was eager to
assist their teacher in the making of a large map made from brown
paper sacks. In effect, each made a contribution toward filling in
names and places on the map as it was being constructed. 23 Now in
Oregon, Ellen Sabin employed the method of having the pupil who
was proficient in a subject such as arithmetic help others who were
less advanced. Later she was to say that she had been using the
"Lancastrian Method" without realizing it."'
Not only was E11en Sabin a highly effective teacher and principal,
she also became known for her genuine and lasting interest in her
students . For example, she made a point of getting to know the
businessmen and factory owners of the growing city of Portland. In
this way she was in a good position for placement of her pupils when
they "stopped going to school." Since there were no child labor laws
at this time and school attendance laws were highly flexible, many
students left school before graduation to go to work. ·under the
circumstances, E11en Sabin tried to have youngsters placed in
situations where the working conditions and the chances for
advancement were good. And here the ''black book'' was a decided
help. When employers came to inquire about prospective workers,
Ellen Sabin would look up their records in her big, black book. It
became apparent to her pupils that keeping their names out of the
black book would enhance their chances for employment. In regard to
her finding places for her students, Ellen Sabin has said: "The best
bit of public service I ever did was to place my boys in fine positions
where there were opportunities for them to make good.'' 15
Ellen Sabin waged a vigorous campaign for cleanliness. She visited
the homes of her pupils and showed mothers how to keep wearing
apparel clean and longer lasting. She administered delousing
procedures by taking kerosene and demonstrating in the home how it
should be used to rid children of lice ."'
The parents of the school soon recognized the deep interest and
compassion their principal held for their children. They responded
with assistance and cooperation whenever possible. However, the
police department expressed concern regarding E11en Sabin' s
walking through the saloon-lined streets along the wharves to visit
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the families of her pupils. But the young principal was undaunted and
continued the home visits. With resignation, the police insisted and
Sabin agreed to at least wear a regulation police badge on her visits to
factories and homes ."
In 1885 and 1886. Ellen Sabin spent a year traveling and studying
educational methods in Europe."" Upon her return she accepted the
position of superintendent of Portland schools . She held that position
from 1887 to 1890.
Ellen Sabin had risen quickly from district school teacher to
administrator. However, she had yet to reach the height of her
career." In 1890, the stepping stone to that peak came in the form of
an offer from a small women's college in Fox Lake, Wisconsin . The
college had been established in 1856 by the Wisconsin Baptist
Education Society and named the Wisconsin Female College. A
number of the teachers had been greatly influenced by the
educational principles of Mary Lyon, founder of Mount Holyoke. As
graduates and then as teachers at either Mount Holyoke or Rockford
Seminary, some of the teachers came to Fox Lake with the hope of
patterning the Wisconsin Female College after Mount Holyoke. One
of these teachers, Caroline Bodge, was born in Barrington, New
Hampshire, in 1824. She was a graduate of Mount Holyoke in 1850.
Miss Bodge then taught Latin at Rockford Seminary for approximately six years. From there she came to Fox Lake, Wisconsin.
"Miss Bodge had helped make Rockford a second Mount Holyoke,
and she now came to Fox Lake with the intention of making it a
second Rockford .'· 30 To assist her in this goal, Miss Bodge brought
six colleagues from Rockford.
Of Mary Lyon and her teachings, Goodsell states that " ... Imbued
with intense religious convictions and enthusiasms, Mary Lyon's
labors in behalf of the higher education of women partook of the
nature of a religious crusade ."" In addition to "Cultivation of
Benevolence," Mary Lyon placed great emphasis on what she called
"Intellectual Culture," "Physical Culture," "Economy" (develop ment of economical practices), cultivation of "A Suitable Feeling of
Independence," and "Skill and Expedition in Household Duties." 32
Some of the early teachers of Wisconsin Female College seemed
imbued with the religious commitment of Mary Lyon. Having studied
at Mount Holyoke or at Rockford Seminary, the pioneer women
educators brought to Fox Lake their dedication to the teachings of
Mary Lyon . And, it was just this "religious atmosphere and ...
emphasis on Christian character which aroused Judge Jason
Downer's interest in the institution at Fox Lake." 33 In 1866, Judge
Downer donated $9500 toward the estimated cost of $12,000 for the
establishment of a new building at Wisconsin Female College . In
1870, a structure housing a chapel, library, and some classrooms
was designated as Downer Ha!L 34
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When Judge Downer died in 1883, he left a large bequest to
Wisconsin Female College. However, there were certain conditions
upon which the bequest was made. Among the main conditions was
one which decreed that the college would be open to women only .
(From time to time males had matriculated at Wisconsin Female
College; and two gentlemen actually completed work at the
institution in the 1850's.)" Another major condition ofthe late J udge
Downer was that the "distinctive Christian character" of the college
be preserved. 36 Moreover, at least three-fourths of the Board of
Trustees must be memhers of the Presbyterian or
Congregational denominat ions. 3'
In 1889, Wisconsin Female College was renamed Downer College
in hon or of its generous benefactor. The Downer bequest gave the
small college a new lease on life. Up to this point there was:
... almost no library or laboratory facilities. Its building was bleak, bare, and cold,
heated by inadequate stoves, and when the wind blew from a certain direction - and
that see med to be the prevailing wind - the students ' rooms were almost
uninhabitable . Moreover, it was without water or sewerage facilities, and
housekeeping and boarding arrangements were primitive. 33

The Downer bequest enabled the college to renovate and expand its
physical plant.
Jason Downer contributed not only to the physical growth of
Wisconsin Female College but to the curricular development as well.
Some of the major educational ideas of Downer coincided to a great
extent with those of Catherine Beecher, the noted advocate of
professional training for women . Like Catherine Beecher, Jason
Downer placed heavy emphasis on proper training in domestic
economy and religion ."'

Jason Downer
Justice of the State Supreme Court
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It seems that "he who pays the piper calls the tune," for a
committee of Trustees, organized to study and reorganize the
curriculum to bring it in line with the ideas of Jason Downer,
recommended the following: that two courses of study be offered.
One would embody the traditional classical emphasis; the other, a
modern language emphasis. However, each would include studies in
domestic economy, hygiene, and religion. In keeping with the ideas
of both Catherine Beecher and Jason Downer, the college at Fox Lake
placed a heavy emphasis on domestic economy. In order to develop
this field as extensively as possible, a special committee was
organized to study the programs of other institutions. Among those
programs studied was that of Lasell Female Seminary in Auburndale,
Massachusetts . It was known to be one of the best in the field of
domestic economy . The committee went to observe methods and
equipment used in Auburndale . As a result of the planning of the
committee, a department of domestic economy was developed. It was
said to be the first to be developed in the middle west. 40 The 1884-85
catalogue of Downer College lists a comprehensive program
including: "home management, sanitation, marketing, laundry work,
cookery, sewing, home nursing, child care, home recreation,
entertaining, and family religion." n
In spite of progress in physical and academic development
engendered by the Downer bequest, some major problems still
plagued the college . For one thing, Downer College seemed to attract
students almost entirely from its immediate environs. Secondly, there
was a rapid turnover of administrators and teachers alike . In view of
these problems, there began a search for a new president in 1890. At
·a board meeting, the name of Ellen Sabin was suggested as a
promising candidate . In 1921, one of the trustees at the time of
Sabin's nomination, Reverend H .A. Miner, recalled:
... As I think of it this morning it's a joy to think of the little meeting of the Downer
College Board at Fox Lake, when I proposed your name for the presidency. There was
not a little opposition on the score of paying you twice the salary we had paying ... 42

The sister of one of the trustees, Mrs. Sabra Warner Lewis, had
kept in touch with Ellen Sabin ever since she had known her as a
student in the district school in Windsor. Mrs. Lewis had watched
with interest and pride as her former pupil moved with seeming ease
and success in her chosen field of endeavor. Recalling that Ellen
Sabin had indicated some years ago her interest in having the
headship of a women's school in order to test out her theories on
education, Mrs_ Lewis called this point to her husband's attention.
Shortly thereafter, Colonel Lewis and another trustee of Downer
College corresponded with the Portland Board of Education and
ascertained that Ellen Sabin's ideals and theories regarding the
education of young women were similar to those promoted by Jason
Downer and Catherine Beecher. 43 Subsequently, Colonel Lewis and
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the Reverend Albert 0 . Wright were directed to approach Ellen Sabin
on the possibility of becoming the President of Downer College. It
was with some diffidence that the two gentlemen approached the
prospective president. They were aware of the high esteem which
the members of the Portland Board of Education held for Ellen Sabin .
Moreover, they were painfully aware that they could not offer Sabin
anything close to the financial renumeration she enjoyed in Portland.
Downer College did not have the financial resources the city of
Portland had.
In spite of the lower salary and in spite of the fact that her closest
friends regarded the offer a ''comedown,'' Ellen Sabin welcomed the ·
idea of heading a women's institution in its formative stage and
looked to the opportunity of influencing its development. 44 She
responded to the wire sent her by the board of trustees inviting her to
assume the presidency by wiring a simple "accepted." However, she
did ask for and received from the trustees their promise "to back her
plans and in no way to hamper her.,., Thus it was that Ellen Sabin
left her beloved Oregon against the advice of her best friends. She
came back to her native Wisconsin in 1891 to devote her entire career
to the field of higher education for women.
The enrollment at Downer College when Ellen Sabin assumed the
presidency totaled thirty-five . This number included both enrollments
for the college and seminary departments. There were only four in
the freshman class and three in the sophomore class ... "For two years
there had been no graduating class."" By the end of her first year at
the college the board of trustees gave a vote of appreciation - and an
increase in salary ...
Meanwhile, in 1894, the trustees of Milwaukee College were
seeking for the presidency someone of dedication, administrative
talent, educational idealism and foresight . As it happened, at a tea
honoring a visiting missionary, the subject of a prospective candidate
arose. The visitor indicated that, in the course of her speaking
engagements at various colleges, she had encountered someone who
seemed to possess the attributes the trustees sought. The individual
who had so impressed the visitor was only a short distance from
Milwaukee. She was the president of Downer College in Fox Lake. As
a result of this conversation, two women decided to go to Fox Lake
and meet Ellen Sabin . On George Washington's birthday in 1894, the
two women set out for Downer College. As it turned out, the college
was celebrating Washington's birthday with a cotillion ball and Ellen
Sabin was presiding as Martha Washington ... While touring the
college and talking with Ellen Sabin, the Milwaukee visitors became
immensely impressed with the vigor, dedication, and resourcefulness
of the president of Downer College.'"
Shortly after this visit, Ellen Sabin was offered the position of
president of Milwaukee College, and almost simultaneously the
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question was raised as to the expediency of consolidating the two
colleges. (It was generally conceded that the location of Fox Lake for a
college was not an auspicious one . The village of Fox Lake and the
surrounding environs were sparsely populaterl. and the small college
could not attract students from any distance.)"
In 1885 the college in Fox Lake and Milwaukee were officially
combined. The physical merger was gradual. At first, the Downer
library. apparatus, and furniture were moved temporarily to old
buildings on the Milwaukee College campus. As new buildings were
raised and the move toward legal consolidation took place, Ellen
Sabin assumed the presidency of Milwaukee-Downer College . She,
more than anyone else, gave the new institution inspiration,
direction. and aspirations to become one of the foremost colleges for
women in the midwest.
When Ellen Sabin became president of Milwaukee and Downer
Colleges. the basic curricula of both institutions had already been
established . Just as Downer College had been greatly influenced by
the ideas of Catherine Beecher, Jason Downer and Mary Lyon,
similarly, Milwaukee College was greatly influenced by the ideas of
Catherine Beecher and Lucy Seymour Parsons.
In 1848. Lucy Parsons had established the Milwaukee Female
Seminary . In 1851, it became the Milwaukee Normal Institute and
High School. Still later, in 1874, it became Milwaukee College.
When Lucy Parsons established the Milwaukee Female Seminary,
its announced purposes were to promote "character building, and
physical, mental and moral discipline, fitting young women not only
to adorn the higher circles of society, but to meet the varied and
practical responsibilities of life.""
As the wife of a clergyman and as a teacher, Lucy Parsons became
well-known in the Milwaukee community. And, as a leader in the
movement for more and better education for women, Lucy Parsons
became conversant with the theories not only of Mary Lyon and
Emma Willard, but most particularly, with those of
Catherine Beecher.
As the result of Lucy Parsons' considerable interest in the ideas of
Catherine Beecher regarding higher studies for women, an invitation
was extended to Miss Beecher to visit Milwaukee. The object of her
visit was to get her views as to how the Female Seminary might be
better shaped along the philosophical and educational principles of
Miss Beecher. For this purpose, Catherine Beecher made several
visits to Milwaukee between 1850 and 1885.
Even though Catherine Beecher did not teach in Milwaukee, her
ideas on education had great influence on the development of
Milwaukee Female Seminary. The Milwaukee community was highly
receptive to her educational principles. Therefore, Catherine Beecher
spent at least one month in Milwaukee during her first trip in 1850. At
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Ellen Sabin A bout 1890

that time, she elaborated upon what became known as the "Beecher
Plan'' for the education of young women. This plan incorporated the
following major objectives:
1) to raise the education for women to that of the collegiate level
2) "to educate women for their profession" - that is, for assuming
the respon sibilities of teaching "
3) to emphasize child care, school teaching, t_J.ursing, and "the
conservation of the domestic arts,,,. that is, homemaking
4) to emphasize "a faculty of co-equal teachers sustained by
endowments, each being the head of a given department, and no
one having authority over the others. " "
5) to provide strictly non-sectarian instruction- " every denomination shall have equal privileges, and the peculiar tenets of none
shall be urged upon the pupils. "'6
6) to provide services for the placement of teachers ; to provide
refuges for stranded or destitute teachers ."
In addition to giving much time, effort, and thought to the
curriculum of Milwaukee Female College, Catherine Beecher
engaged in fund raising for the college . She did this through strong
personal appeal and through the American Women's Educational
Association. The Association was founded in 1852 in New York by
Miss Beecher and some of her friends . The purpose of the
Association was to raise funds for institutions which met
specifications set by it.
The board of trustees of Milwaukee Female College decided to seek
funds from the American Women's Educational Association. It
consulted with Miss Beecher by mail and by personal contact when
she came to Milwaukee on several visits expressly for this purpose.

155

Unfortunately, altercations arose, causing a breach between the
board of trustees and Catherine Beecher. This led Miss Beecher to
withdraw from active participation on behalf of Milwaukee Female
College in 1860. The causes for the rift seem to stem from plans for
the construction of a dormitory for the college. Miss Beecher also
objected to having a basement and a third floor in the new building .
She was a health devotee and considered a basement an unhealthy
place . The trustees tried to placate Miss Beecher by eliminating the
third floor . But the basement was already completed. Catherine
Beecher had highly exacting specifications regarding heating,
ventilation, and lighting." She also had minute specifications as to
a'r chitectural details such as the dimensions of windows. 59
In spite of ongoing difficulties of several years' duration between
her and the board of trustees, Catherine Beecher expressed intense
interest in the development of Milwaukee Female College . In a letter
written to Mrs. Lynde and Mrs . Martineau on December 23, 1859,
she urged them to assist her in fund-raising : "It is Milwaukee
College - the child for which I have labored as hard and so long that I desire should be the honored first borne.'' 60
Not long afterward, there was clear indication of a decided rift
between Miss Beecher and the board of trustees of Milwaukee
Female College . Although Increase Lapham wrote in a congratulatory
vein , Catherine Beecher's response focuses on the difference in
understanding of basic issues.
In his letter of March 19, 1861, Mr. Lapham wrote :
You have some reason for congratulation in hearing that your views in regard to
Female Colleges are being carried out in various places, and especially'" at
Poughkeepsie where Mr. Vassar has covered himself with so much honor, by his
munificence in that direction . Though the details of the plans of these Institutions may
not coincide entirely with yours, yet the general idea is the same - the placing of
Female Colleges on an equal footing with those intended for the other sex. 61

In her letter dated March 25, 1861, Catherine Beecher replies :
This is not the leading idea of my plan. It is rather to have woman's profession
endowed - made honorable - and ensure us an indispensable part of female
institutions - If your college (or Mr. Vassar's) does not secure this, all that I have been
aiming at is wanting however much money is spent or how many learned
teachers supported. 62

At the same time, Catherine Beecher indicated her decision to
abandon her work with Milwaukee Female College. That decision had
discomfited the board of trustees. As chairman of the board, Increase
A. Lapham tried to dissuade Miss Beecher from giving up a plan
agreed upon between herself and the board of trustees. According to
their agreement, Miss Beecher would accept the appointment of
principal of the Domestic Department as soon as it was set up .
Lapham urged Beecher in his letter dated March 19, 1861 to accept
the appointment:
I do earnestly hope therefore - and I know that our Trustees join me in this - that
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Miss Sabin on Her 96th Birthday
you will upon a full consideration of all the circumstances, decide not to abandon the
project here, but to accept the appointment, and thus aid us in building up an
Institution that should be a lasting monument of usefulness forever. 63

Miss Beecher explained some of the sources of her disappointment
and alienation:
After some months , I learned that a house was in progress without any consultation
with me; and that instead of being in the plan I left - (and fitted for a family of from
ten to sixteen) - it was to have a basement (which I especially requested should not
be) and a third story so as to fit it for a family of over thirty .
... !think this [above] is sufficient justification of my charge- that the Trustees do
not approve of the plan nor its author - and have not accorded the courtesy due
to both. 64

In spite of the fact that Miss Beecher abandoned efforts in behalf of
the college in Milwaukee, she left an indelible imprint which
significantly influenced the direction and content of the curriculum
for some time . Perhaps her far-reaching contribution to women's
education was insistence upon developing a "professional"
curriculum for women. 65
When Ellen Sabin assumed the presidency of Downer College in
1891 and the headship of the consolidated institutions which formed
Milwaukee-Downer College in 1895, she embarked, with characteristic energy, administrative skill, and far-sightedness on a long
administration during which time Milwaukee-Downer became a
reputable college for women. She had inherited an institution with a
distinctive commitment to the education of women for their role in
society. Ellen Sabin broadened the meaning of this commitment by
expanding the curriculum for a fuller realilation of the goal.
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RIPON: ETHNIC AND GENERAL DEVELOPMENT

THE ROCK HOUSE, AT 13010 E. West Ripon Road. A solid, beautiful structure, built
by Arvil T. Van Slyke about 19i6. The Tower Room windows, just under the eaves,
afford a view of the countryside - and cooling breezes l)n summer evenings. Rock was
hauled by wagon from Knight's Ferry. Since 1943 this has been the home of the John
Westeyn family.

Josephine Nadeau
Part VI (Conclusion)
At first, the "staff of life" vitally concerned the early settlers.
When assured of abundant grain crops, they raised another essential
commodity: beef.
Along with these life-sustainers, they had the comfort of imported
Jamaican rum (whoever could afford this luxury) and whiskey, the
makings for which they had on hand. A good dose of whiskey kept
many a wavering rancher or cowboy from giving up the eternal fights
against the forces of nature.
But wine, the less-intoxicating beverage, introduced by Spanish,
Italian and French gold miners to their companions - this drink was
practically unknown to Americans.
Word of this shocking lack of one of life's refinements reached the
Old Country. "What - no wine!" said a few who had the know-how
for growing grapes and fermentation of same.
So they headed for California. To the Ripon area, where climate
and soil are ideal for viticulture, came mostly Italian vineyardists:
Giuseppe Franzia (Genoa); Antonio Hat" (Sorrento); the Coniglio
Brothers, Philip, Horace and Joseph (Sicily); from Getioa Province,
John Dosio, Giuseppe Bianchi and Giuseppe Granscella.
(Also engaged in viticulture were George Weston, (English
descent); Charles Profit Anderson (Swedish); and Wilhoit (German
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THE RIPON TELEPHONE EXCHANGE, behind the Talbot Kendall residence, Second
& Elm Streets. Kendall sold the works to Continental Telephone in 1966. Telephone
service started in the Yaple store by Jim Moulton, with Miss Ethel Acher (Proudfit) as
the first operator. Equipment was moved later to the small brick annex. Associated
with the Farmers' Line, subsequent owners were Messers. Diehl, "Pappy" Green,
James T. Shipley and Kendall .

ancestry). Giuseppe Franzia entertained the almost impossible notion
- to plant a vineyard in America, to acquaint the Americans with the
relaxing, aid -to-indigestion effects of a glass of wine with dinner,
with the graciousness of sharing a bit of wine with relatives
and friends .
Joseph J. Franzia talked of his father's hopes ." ''He had to do it.
Twenty-one years old, Papa borrowed $300 .00 from friends, booked
passage for Ellis Island in 1893 . In San Francisco he worked in truck
gardens for fifty cents a day - from dawn to dark.
"Then to Stockton. He rented a row crop farm, and later, a peach
and cherry orchard. Three years' work paid off his debt, and in 1900
Papa was financially able to send for his promised bride,
Theresa Carrara.
"It was not until1906 that he could afford to buy 80 acres, from the
Wagner Ranch . He rode back and forth to Stockton every day in a
spring wagon - while he cleared the land of brush and wheat before
planting grapevines. The young vines he hand-watered with water
taken from a well."
Joseph J . sat at a huge desk in the spartan-like atmosphere of his
green -gray office, a restful setting. Although wearing a handsome
business suit, he looked like a well-to-do farmer rather than the
Chairman of the Executive Committee. The world-renowned Franzia
Winery bottled and distributed 28 million gallons of wine in 1976.
He pointed to a house several hundred feet from his office. "Papa
built that house in 1912. A frame house; we faced it with bricks later
on. From the first crop of grapes in 1915 - using a hand-operated
crusher, Papa made 3,000 gallons of wine ."
"What did you kids do for recreation?"
Joseph J. said, "Huh - what recreation? We worked before school
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and after school. Work was never finished.
"But sometimes, on Sunday afternoons friends came to visit - the
Rivara, Dosio, Bianchi and Franscella families. Then we played
bacci ball.
"My father and mother read widely, Italian newspapers and
novels, and told us stories. They encouraged us kids to do our
homework and to read whenever we had time. But only our sister
Anna got to go to college; San Jose Norma l. She's been
a life-long teacher."
Asked about discipline, he responded: "We didn't need any. The
authority in Papa's voice was enough . We did whatever work had to
be done willingly; because we knew Papa was absolutely devoted
to the vineyard.''
Giuseppe retired in early 1933 and took a last trip to his birthplace.
During that six months' absence, his oldest son, John, directed his
brothers - Frank, Louis, Salvadore and Joseph J . - in laying the
foundation for the original section of the winery, completed in
October of '33. Production that year reached 100,000 gallons.
Viewing his splendid winery Giuseppe Franzia felt that he had
achieved the pinnacle of success. Indeed, his dream had come true.
Now it remained for "the boys" to carry on.
The Franzia life-style and philosophy mirrored that of other Italian
vineyardists. Antonio Hat,. rented the ten-year-old Wilhoit vineyard
on Austin Road. In 1917 he bought adjoining acreage, leveled the
sand dunes and planted grapevines, with the help of his sons Floyd, Lucas, Henry and Marion.
Operating as The Bella Napoli Winery, the Hats deal mostly in
wholesale . They also crush and sell grapes to home winemakers .
A unique feature of the Hat vineyard is a long-lived Black Mission
vine believed to be the oldest in California. Miss Lena Hat (currently
a Manteca schoolteacher) related how her father planted it in the
spring of 1917. The vine extends about 120 feet and last year
produced over one ton of delicious grapes.
Since 1960 the Hat family has leased the George Weston Acres, on
Highway 99 near Olive Avenue, replanting some vines. Two long
rows of ancient, swaying palm trees and decaying buildings mark the
location of the Weston Winery. Old-timers recall that Scheneley
added a still and used to make excellent brandy. The plant closed
down about 1946.""
Another pioneer vineyardist and a deeply religious man, Charles
Profit Anderson, named his place The Caanan Vineyards, 160 acres
fronting Jack Tone Road, by Highway 99 Frontage Road. But he
didri't settle in Ripon until he had acted on Chicago stages as a
comedian; and traveled around the world with Sells Brothers Circus;
worked for Thomas A. Edison in New York (electrical engineer);
managed the Standard Light and Power Company in Fort Worth.
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Advised to seek outdoor work, Anderson bought a wheat and stock
farm in Oklahoma; then moved onto a 1,000-acre cattle and hog
ranch in Missouri.
In 1906 Charles P. chose Ripon for a permanent home. At the time
partially paralyzed, he made grape cuttings - helped by his wife,
Ella. Field workers planted the first thirty acres in crooked rows,
which was a life-long aggravation to the Andersons and their six
children. (After several years Charles P. regained his health) .21
Winemaking is now Ripon's second largest industry, thanks to the
adventurous spirit of these immigrant pioneers.
Vanguard of the Danish settlers (mostly builders), Svenn Otto
Trondl:Ijem found Ripon to be virgin territory for a master carpenter,
bricklayer and contractor such as he. When Svenn discovered Ripon,
there were only six downtown business structures - all frame .
Born in Norborg, Denmark, Svenn learned his trade in Denmark,
Germany and Cape Town, South Africa. In 1908 he bought forty acres
from the Tom Fredrick Ranch, as a home place and farm .
Immediately he went to work; brick-faced some homes and built
fireplaces in many of them.
In 1911, from Cape Town came his countryman and mastercarpenter friend, Rasmus A. Rasmussen, known to Ripon folks as
"Cap." He showed the local gentry how a skillful carpenter performs
- with precision and top-level workmanship .
Every pioneer farmer had to be a half-way carpenter. But to build a
lasting structure takes special ability. It is said of Rasmussen : '' ... two
whacks of the hammer and Cap had a nail just where he wanted it.
People stood around to watch, fascinated by his every move ."
Another Dane joined the group in 1912: Viaohn Madsen, an expert
brick mason . It was either Madsen or Trondhjem (or maybe both) who
built the small annex for Moulton, east of Yaple' s Store, which served
as a post office, telephone exchange, library and bar, respectively.,
Trondhjem erected the hotel-restaurant for George and Aunt Molly
in 1912, and in 1921 the rest of the Markham Block. Competitor for
the Markhams, in the late 20's, the two-story Hotel Howard went up.
Trondhjem laid bricks, while Cap did the carpenter work.
(The owner, R.H. Rasmussen - no relation to Cap - named the
hotel for his son Howard.)
Among other Danish builders : C. Chris Busch, plasterer and
carpenter; and L. Hartmeyer, who developed land and built homes in
the Vera Street area as well as business buildings in South San
Joaquin County."
This building activity required plumbing work, especially since
folks hankered for indoor toilets to replace the outhouses, and for
piped water (and kitchen sinks) to replace water hand-pumps.
The Davis Brothers (Yankee stock) - enterprising young fellows
- started the first hardware and plumbing establishment in a small,
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shed-like place on Main Street. They bought A.J . Nourse's Hardware
Store in 1919, when he wanted to devote his full energy to the
water works. 23
Business boomed. By 1923 John Madsen had built three additions
for them, making the Davis store space 14,800 square feet .
Mention the Davis Brothers, and you'll get knowing, amused
smiles from oldtime residents. You ask, "Why do you smile?"
They say, "Well - George and Harold -:- they acted so strange.
Those two clowns had feud spells when they didn't speak for days.
Just pointed or shrugged, and they scowled at each other. Made it
tough on us customers. A real 'Lu m and Abner' pair.
"And those wives of theirs, what weird ideas they had about dress
styles. Their bizarre get-ups! Something you had to stare at."
Then they stop smiling. A look - could it be admiration? comes into their eyes. '' You know, those guys possessed
remarkable memories.
''You never saw such a conglomeration of merchandise - stored in
unmarked boxes, dusty bags or simply piled helter-skelter on
counters and wall shelves .
"Anyway, even if you asked for some odd-ball gadget, they'd think
for a moment, then slide the floor-to-ceiling ladder to just the right
spot, and pluck that item for you i n the most
matter-of-fact manner."
The Davis Brothers were town characters , but not because they
were stupid . George R. graduated from Heald's Business College and
did clerical work for some years; Harold T. was a journeyman
plumber who had worked in Fresno and Turlock.
Nourse hired a tinsmith and metal expert, Walter J . Richter (of
German -Danish lineage). Walter learned the plumber's trade in
Alameda, Oakland and San Francisco. He worked three years for
Nourse and two for the Davis's.
When Harold tired of plumbing, Richter bought the tinning
equipment and plumbing stock, and moved to a spacious shop in the
Madsen Block, (which extended from the Hotel Howard, west to
Walnut and south to First Street), so-called because Madsen
contracted for all building in that section. Besides the Davis store, he
built his home; a garage for his brother, Hans, who sold Studebakers,
Overlands, Willys-Knights, tires and all other auto accessories .
Hans owned, but ieased to Irvin A. Goodwin , an up-to-date auto
repair shop, also in the Madsen Block. (Ripon's first auto mechanic,
Goodwin, had operated a shop on the old highway .) Eventually he
moved from Han's place to North Stockton Avenue, the shop now
occupied by Swier's Tire Company.
Cap Rasmussen's sons, William and Andrew, trained and worked
at plumbing with Richter from the late '20's to 1936, when Cap built
them a shop . 25
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The venerable building, Rasmussen Bros. Plumbing, vacant since
1962, still stands on South Stockton Avenue, property of the
Fire Department.
Another link in Ripon's building industry, Bruce Du Vall (French
ancestry) came as assistant manager (1914) for the Ripon Lumber
Yard and Mill, then owned by Mr. Steele of Modesto, and later by
Karl A. Gotshall.
Himself a widower, Bruce married Karl's widow in 1920, and in
1921 bought a controlling interest in the business . Du Vall supplied
Ripon builders with the finest grade of finished mill work - window
sills, doors, cabinets and the like.'•
Until the advent of the Dutch builders (L. Ubels [191 7], G. Van Till
and others) the Danes did most of the large-scale construction. This
included some churches, the Moulton Block (Bank of Ripon),
grammar schools and Ripon High."
Early in the century, Dr. Fox of Modesto was everyone's dentist .
But prior to that, anyone with an aching tooth could go to Perry
Yaple's and he'd yank it out . From about 1915, consecutive dentists
were: Drs . McCloud, Pete Rasmussen, Edwin Finch, Marshal
Turner, Walt Monahan; then associates Harold De Jong (1946),
Clarence Miedema (1956), Jeff Kell, DDS, and John Houghton; and
Marvin Seager, DDS. The last five practice in Ripon today."
The fir st drug store, Hyer's Pharmacy, was located at the
southwest corner of Stockton & Main . Successive druggists were:
Paul L. Ness, (1916), Forsyth ('27), then intermittent partners Gifford, Clark, Jolly & Achen ('32), H. Owens ('47), Maurice Quinlan
('55) who sold to Dale Larson in 1962. In 1965 Dale moved to a new
building at 410 W . Main, retaining the name which Forsyth had
adopted: Ripon Drug Store."
As for physicians, an almost forgotten doctor served in Ripon in
1909, stayed at the Markham Hotel for a few months, then left town .
Dr. Chiapello (Italian) established his practice above the drug store in
1910. While a bachelor he lived on the elder McKee's place, N.
Acacia. He married a Ripon teacher, Etta Colt, then built an
attractive home at 125 S. Orange. It 's always been known as "the
doctor's house", because only physicians have lived there.
Ownership passed from Chiapello to Drs. N.B . Gould (191 3), H.B.
Stewart (1937) and C. den Dulk (1937) .29
Dr. Chiapello is remembered as a nervous-like little man, with dark
eyes - an Eddie c·antor type. Notwithstanding, his kind manner
endeared him to his patients.
It was a lucky day for Ripon (population about 1,000) when Dr.
Ned. G. Gould and his wife Agnes (a registered nurse) decided to
settle in Ripon. Not only did they provide first -rate medical service,
but also a well-trained staff to establish a hospital, the only one
between Modesto and Stockton .
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And a mournful day it was, when the hospital burned to the ground.
Dr. Gould (French descent) graduated from Normal State College,
and with great honors from Cooper Medical College in San Francisco,
then served as Chief Surgeon for Alaska Packers Associat ion
in Chinook. *
He married Miss Agnes Safely in 1909 while she was head of the
surgery department at Lane Hospital, San Francisco, then practiced
medicine in Gonzales for three years .
In Ripon , he built his first office (1913) at the northwest corner of
South Stockton and First. Dr . Chiapello terminated his practice and
sold Gould his house.
Unassuming, every-day kind of folks, the Goulds formed instant
friendships. Dr. Gould's first baby delivery occurred in an old
two-story house on the Koch Farm (now a goat farm). He was
Raymond Hutchinson, son of "Babe" and Frank.
Ned ' s closest friends, Hugh Dickey (Bank of Ripon president), Tom
Smethers (Bank director) , and Verne B. Brown (Ripon High School
principal) used to play tennis on the Gould court before work almost
every day and on weekends . The druggist, Paul Ness , sometimes
joined them.
In 1920 Dr. Gould bought Tom Hughes ' roomy house , remodeled
it, and installed the most up -to-date surgical equipment for the
hospital. His capable head nurse, Mrs. Whitney, and then her
successor, Miss Etta Evans, had six able assistants . Associate
doctors were: H.E. Stewart, Hans Harmann and R.W . Brace, an
expert radiologist.
The patients were provided with fresh fruits and vegetables, milk
from tested dairy cows, and poultry. All this grown on the beautiful,
well-cared-for thirteen-acre grounds surrounding the hospital.
On that hot, fateful noon, August 13, 1926, Agnes Gould looked out
at the dry fields, all the way to the railroad tracks, past the
school buildings.
Then her eyes focused on the oasis of the hospital grounds, several
blocks away. She saw a thick column of smoke spiraling to the sky.
Could it be - could it possibly be the hospital on fire?
Outside, no one was in sight, except two section-gang men far-off
by the tracks. Gathering her long skirt above her knees , she ran
across the field in ankle-deep dust, shouting " Fire" with each step.
Her alert gave the personnel barely enough time to carry all the
patients outdoors, to the shade of olive trees - still growing by the
Senior Citizens' Center on West Main Street. Dr. Gould had just
completed surgery on a patient, and there were no casualities.
By the time Hans Madsen reached the scene with the fire truck and
volunteer crew, the building and all the apparatus (including the
newly-purchased X-ray machine) lay in smoldering ruins .
People came running from the town . In shock, they helped to carry
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the patients to the Hotel Howard . In due time the patients were
transported to Modesto and Stockton hospitals.
Thoroughly disenchanted, Dr. Gould moved his family to Modesto,
and there founded the Gould Medical Group. Dr. Stewart took over
the practice in Ripon .
The Gould's daughters, Anna and Jeanette (Maino) practically
adored Etna May Nourse. Parting from their good neighbor and
confidante proved quite painful. But for sure, the Gould's going
was Ripon's loss.30
In conclusion : much remains to be told about the ethnic and general
development of Ripon - the coming of irrigation, which brought the
Portuguese and Dutch settlers, the Mexicans, the Swiss, the Swedes,
the dust-bowl refugees from Oklahoma and Arkansas, even several
Greeks, and lastly, the retired folks leaving the turmoil of the big
cities for the peaceful life in a lovely, rur-al community.
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The literal translation of the Italian capello.
Interview with Joseph J . Franzia, at the Winery , Hi-Way 120 and Murphy
Road.
Interview with Lucas and Lena Hat.
Information from Floyd Hat.
Tinkham, George M ., History of San Joaquin County (1923), p . 861 and
information from Charles Arnold Anderson. (1923)
Danish builders: S.O. Trondhjem (Tinkham, p. 1456); Cap Rassmussen
(Interview with son, William); C. Chris Busch (Tinkham, p. 1455); John Madsen
(Information from Mrs. Ray Pope and see Tinkham, p. 1605-06); Ludwig
Hartmeyer (Information from daughter, Mrs. Arthur Clemens.
Tinkham, George M., History of San Joaquin County (1923), p. 1459-60.
Ibid, p. 1543-44.
Interview with Mr. and Mrs. William Rasmussen.
Tinkham, George M., History of San Joaquin County (1923), p. 1464.
Information from Dr. Harold DeJong.
Information from Dale Larson .
Information from Dr. Gilbert Den Dulk, and from Neva Summers.
Tinkham, George M., History of San Joaquin County (1923), p. 1504, and
interview with Mrs. Jeanette (Gould) Maino.
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THE GREYHOUND BUS DEPOT, at210N. 99 Hi-Way. Mr. and Mrs. George Siggins,
Sr., bought the property just prior to becoming agents for Greyhound, in 1933.
Greyhound Lines had purchased the franchise from Mr. Tatterson, father of the late
Laura Cross.
Tatterson provided the first bus service, starting in 1915 - a Ripon to Stockton
jitney.
Siggins (Scotch-Irish) also conducted a thriving fruit-vegetable market, and in 1940
added a retail-wholesale ice outlet. Widowed in 1951, Ruth Siggins took on the agency,
to date making a 45-year continuous service record for the couple.
(Across town, TRAIL-WAYS, SANTA FE LINES, had a depot and an ice-cream
parlor concession for a few years, on Stockton Avenue - where the laundromat is
now.)
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CORRECTION ON PART IV - FALL 1977
After:

Lorraine now carries on the business .

CASWELL STATE MEMORIAL PARK : In 1869 the Wille brothers,
Joseph and John, purchased from Richard E . DeSaney considerable
acreage by the Stanislaus River, including the Valley Oaks Virgin
Grove .•• When John returned to his native Germany, he sold his
share of the wheat farm to Joseph .
Of the nine Wille children, Joseph's son, Henry, stayed on the
farm . Besides raising grain, Henry " shipped quantities of wood four steamers pulled barges which carried as much as 200 cords.''
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ALBERT TOOMES
(1 817-1873)

Pin Feather on the American Eagle

Author Thomas E. Chavez
At first glance, there· seems nothing particularly outstanding about
the life of Albert G. Toomes. He never led armies on missions of
conquest nor did he leave behind great tomes of thought . His name
appears in few books of California history. Yet in another sense,
Albert Toomes was most significant. His role in the fur trade, the
Santa Fe Trail, early California settlement, the Mexican War, and
community development in Tehama County must have been
duplicated by countless others who were equally unknown. It was not
without reason that the great proponent of expansion, Senator
Thomas Hart Benton, of Missouri, once said that the United States
claims to the Pacific Coast would eventually be validated by the
American pioneers.' Here lies Toomes' importance: He was one of
these pioneers, and when all their stories have been told, we will have
a much better understanding of how Manifest Destiny actually
worked in practice.
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Albert Toomes was born in Missouri in 1817, the famous ''jumping
off" place for the lucrative fur trade, whose financial center lay in
Saint Louis. ' He joined the trade in 1833, when he was only sixteen.
1833 is a memorable year in Western history for the greatest trapper
of them all, J edediah Smith, chose then to retire and try his hand in
the Santa Fe trade. But on his way to the Mexican capital, when he
stopped to look for water, Smith was killed in a Comanche ambush .
That same year Albert Toomes crossed the plains on the trail on
which Smith met his death .
After he arrived in Santa Fe, Toomes enlisted in his first fur
trapping party, with Cyrus Alexander, a well-known trapper of the
time. Alexander, Toomes, and five other men formed a party which
officially was to trap in the interior states of Mexico. After they left
Santa Fe, however, they followed an old custom and turned instead
into the fur rich Gila Wilderness in southwestern New Mexico. Once
there they were safe from the official arm of Mexico.
Eventually they moved down the Gila River to the Colorado River .
When they reached the Colorado they realized they were only a short
jump from the California settlements and they decided the coast
might provide a better market than Santa Fe. This proved to be a
disastrous decision. When they tried crossing the Colorado River,
they lost all their goods. Thus, in late 1833 a bedraggled party of
Americans arrived in San Gabriel, where they eventually dispersed. '
Toomes decided not to remain in California and soon returned to
the states. But he had heard and seen things in New Mexico and
California that he would retain for the rest of his life. Pushed on by
his newly acquired knowledge and the promise of lucrative trade on
the Santa Fe Trail, he became part of the early movement of manifest
destiny and offered to lead overland parties to California.
As late as 1840, no immigrant party had ever gone overland to
California. But, thanks to the many trappers who had explored the
area, several routes had been established. In Missouri, a young man
named John Bidwell, who had been swindled out of his land in Iowa,
listened to the glowing descriptions of California from a trapper
named Antonine Robidoux. Captivated by the old man's first-hand
portrayals, Bidwell formed an immigrant society of people who
intended to move west. This resulted in the Bartleson-Bidwell Party
which gathered at Westport, Missouri, from whence they left in
1841. • Albert Toomes and Isaac Givens, another experienced man of
western travel, had also formed a western caravan. They had hoped
to join Bidwell but rode into Westport a few days too late. As a result,
they decided they would not follow the departed group but would go
another way, down the familiar Santa Fe Trail, instead. A caravan
leaving for Santa Fe had the added benefit of security in numbers . '
As a result of a recent Texan Expedition to claim New Mexico for
the new republic, however, Santa Fe proved to be an inhospitable
place for Anglo-Americans. Many of the Anglo inhabitants had been
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accused of complicity with the Texans and the Toomes party arrived
just at the apex of this turmoil.
Fearing for their families' lives, Toomes and several others met
secretly at Abiquiu and made plans to flee for California. They
quickly prepared buffalo meat "after the manner of trappers," and
purchased provisions in Santa Fe, including 150 head of sheep . •
Joining Toomes were Givens, Wade Hampton, and John McLure, -all
of whom had missed the Bidwell Party. In all, about twenty-five
people left in early September for California.' Driving their sheep in
front of them, they followed a regular New Mexican trade caravan led
by Francisco Estevan Vigil.
Toomes and company enjoyed an uneventful journey. Pleased
about escaping from turbulent New Mexico, they still remained
unsure of what to expect from the officials in California. The travelers
were reminded that previous sojourners were often not so fortunate
when they crossed the dry Southwestern desert: carcasses of horses
marked their way west . •
Vigil's caravan arrived in Los Angeles before Toomes' Party,
known to history as the Roland-Workman Party. Vigil reported to the
officials of the recent arrival of a group of settlers who intended to
make their homes in California. The Governor sent Don Jose Castro
to meet the foreigners, and he was told that they left New Mexico
because of Indian problems.' In the list of names and occupations
given to the Mexican official, Toomes listed himself as a carpenter. 10
Although he was only twenty-four years old, he had landed on the
west coast for the second time in 8 years. This was only the second
group of pioneers to make the overland trip."
As the settlers dispersed, Toomes moved to Monterey, California's
capital, where he met Robert H. Thomes, another carpenter who had
just arrived with Bidwell." The two men formed a construction
company which contracted work from the Bryant and Sturgess
Company, a major New England institution along the California
Coast. Toomes and Thomes erected several buildings to serve as
hide-houses for the New England firm, which was then the only
shipper of hides and tallow from Monterey."
In 1844, Toomes followed many other California pioneers and
became a naturalized Mexican citizen . Aside from any particular love
for Mexico, there were advantages in such a move. Mexican
citizenship made one eligible to receive a land grant. 14 If he were like
the rest of the new arrivals, Toomes probably made this move with
his eye on some nearby land .
Besides his carpentry, his early years in Monterey remained active.
He soon became friends with all the important people in the area. He
renewed his friendship with William Chard and Joseph Paulding,
both of whom had been with him on his 1833 trapping adventure. He
met Job F. Dye, who would become a lifelong friend. He also became
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friends with John Bidwell, then employed by John Sutter, who was
proprietor of New Helvetia (Sutter's Fort) and with Sutter himself. On
at least one occasion Toomes, Dye, Chard, and Peter C. Lassen,
another life-time friend, joined Bidwell on a foray into the upper
Sacramento Valley. Bidwell and Lassen had traversed the area in
1843 in pursuit of a party bound for Oregon which had allegedly
stolen some of Sutter' s horses . The horses were recovered and the
men enjoyed the scenic beauty so much that Lassen selected some
land for a future grant. He thus became the first settler north of
Sutter' s Fort. A year later Toomes and Dye were likewise impressed.
They, too, petitioned the Mexican government for a grant. "
Th e primary reason that Toomes and friends received their
requested grants was that Governor Manuel Micheltorena's
government was losing its popular support. Anxious about the
increasing influx of Anglos in 1844, the governor made active
attempts to gain support for his regime. He approved petitions for
thirty-three land grants, which totaled over six hundred thousand
acres in the Sacramento Valley, twenty grants of which were above
the Feather River. Most of the grants were located on prime land
a l ong rivers or creeks, and they provided fertile soil and
easy access. ••
Toomes' acquisition of the 22,172 acre "El Rancho de los Molinos"
grant was part of this. The grant was the end of a process that began
with sending a petition and map to the Governor. Numerous
procedural steps then followed : these included forwarding the
petition to the Secretary of State (before his house was built, by
Toomes and Thomes); verification by his friend Sutter that the land
was vacant; a recommendation by the Secretary of St ate (after his
hou se was fini shed); approval by the Assembly: and, finally, the
approval of the Governor."
Toomes and Dye quickly put their land to use . They formed a
partnership in the cattle business . As early as 1845 the two men were
driving their recently-purchased cattle to the upper Sacramento
Valley for pasture. A steady market was available at Sutter's Fort.
Both men utilized their grants in the livestock business, but since
neither built a house, they appear not to have been in a hurry to live
on their property . •• They realized, however, that they had to use the
land to retain it. Under the Mexican system of usufruct, they could not
leave their new possessions in an idle state . Indeed, the government
called on Bidwell and Reading to testify that the grants were, indeed,
in use after 1845." So much care was taken in these matters that
Toomes, Thomes, Dye, and Chard went to their newly acquired
property in November 1845, Toomes and Dye using the occasion to
drive some cattle to Sutter's Fort. '" They stayed about two months;
after establishing their presence, they left, for they all still
maintained residences at the capital. 11
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As a resident of Monterey, Toomes continued his work as a
carpenter, but notfor long. In 1846, the United States declared war
with Mexico, and California, especially Monterey, was a prime
target. Commodore John P. Sloat of the United States Navy took the
Mexican capital without firing a shot. Five days after the occupation
of Monterey, the Commodore commissioned Captain Purser D.
Fauntleroy to form a company of California Dragoons. Most of the
volunteers were sailors anxious to get off their ships, but Albert
Toomes also enlisted on July 12, 1846. The company consisted of a
commander, two lieutenants, a guide, and the ordinary soldier.
Toomes was commissioned a first lieutenant and Dye became the
guide." While the company saw no action against the Mexican
forces, it did have a couple of skirmishes with Indians in the coastal
mountains north of Monterey.
For the next two years, Toomes was busy running projects on his
land and working in Monterey. 23 The cattle herds expanded to the
point where the settlers had to institute some kind of control. Strays
were a constant problem."' Since Toomes was spending so much time
in the north valley, it appears he was preparing for an eventual move
there. In 1846 he found time to build an adobe house on his ranch and
shortly thereafter the area's first sawmill and gristmill were
constructed. 25 The area even began to have a crime problem. Toomes
was authorized by Larkin to look for any horses with his brand and
leave them at his ranch, and, if they should come across a certain
"Rimando [sic] Soto," they were to take him to John Williams,
Larkin's hired hand. The area was suffering the birth pangs
of civilization ."
Sometime before 1848, and after his service with Fauntleroy's
Dragoons, Albert Toomes married a local woman, Maria Isabella.
Unable to have children, they eventually adopted a daughter named
Nellie Helen. Tragically, she later became afflicted with an incurable
disease which made her incompetent. The couple apparently cared
very much for each other for in 1848, while Toomes was on a gold
hunting trip, Larkin received word to tell Maria Isabella "that
Toomes has got quite well and can eat two men's allowance .""'
He went prospecting in the spring of 1848. Among the men who
partook in the expedition were Dye and Thomes . After six weeks they
found enough gold to make $10,000 per man .211 By October, the party
split up in search of other locations along the Feather River . .., Larkin ,
who remained in Monterey, appears to have been a major financial
backer of the expedition . He later borrowed from some of the other
forty-niners, but not Toomes, who had disposed of "nearly a I 1
his dust.,,.
Along with his new wealth and domestic status came local
respectability. Although he had no formal schooling himself, Toomes
was nominated to the board of trustees of a new school built in
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Monterey. Larkin charged the new trustees for Cotton Hall ''to
preserve it from wanton injury or unnecessary exposure." 31 This was
an indication of the great respect Toomes must have had locally.
By 1849 the Toomes had moved permanently to their ranch. After
this, he was to devote almost all his time to ranching. Unlike many of
the neighboring grant owners, Toomes never was forced to sell his
land to pay off any errant business deals. The property of Toomes,
Dye, and Lassen covered most of the east side of the Sacramento
River for about thirty miles north from Nord in Butte County. Toomes
was one of the original settlers in what would become
Tehama County."
On March 3, 1851 the United States Congress passed an act
entitled ''An Act to Ascertain and Settle the Private Land Claims in
the State of California.'' This was an attempt by the American
government to deal with the many Mexican land grants . Such awards
had to be confirmed. An official Federal Land Commission was
formed to receive the claims and testimony. Toomes and his
neighbors submitted their deeds in early 1852. No doubt his
popularity made an impression, for Bidwell and Reading testified on
his behalf. The hearings went so well Toomes wrote to Larkin that he
received the decisions of the land commissioners and was
"thankful." He was only sorry they left without doing more." After
word of Washington's acceptance of the various land petitions the
Red Bluff Beacon reported that lands "are benefiting from the
husbandmen owners," who have planted quantities of wheat. Their
farms have the appearance of old settled Mid-western farms." In
December 1858, Toomes received his official patent. ''
Toomes' land was planted with wheat and some fruit trees . He also
started planting exotic flora , something for which he would later
become famous. 36 The wheat or barley crops, however, became his
mainstay and steadily increased his prosperity. In 1870 one observer
noted that Toomes had twelve thousand acres devoted
to wheat growing."
1856 was a pivotal year for Toomes and his neighbors. He not only
had a banner harvest, he also took part in the formation of Tehama
County with its seat at the city of Tehama."' He was probably an
original member of the County Board of Supervisors, perhaps even
the first Board President. Elections were held every year and the
Beacon praised Toomes for his first year's efforts. The out-going
supervisors were congratulated for their performance which would be
a model for "generations to come ." Tehama was fortunate, the
editorial continued, to have selected such ''honest, capable, and
faithful men." As for the future, the paper was optimistic. "Mr.
Toomes, the President of the Old Board, is still retained on the new,
and with his six years experience as Supervisor of Coluse [sic] and
Tehama Counties, is peculiarly fitted and qualified to instruct his
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fellow members . ' 9 Toomes was a true father of Tehama County.
As with other developing frontier communities, the Masons played
a primary role in Tehama's civic organization. The Masons were
made up of local men who were often community oriented . Tehama
was no exception. From its inception, the town had a "Molino
Lodge ," and Toomes, Chard, and Thomes were all Master Masons.
They were instrumental in getting a charter from the Grand Masons
of California. Even prior to their charter, the Masons paid for the
construction of Tehama's school house. Toomes and Thomes donated
the site on the corner of Third and "C" streets. In return, the Masons
received exclusive use of the second story of the two story structure.
The school doors opened in the spring of 1861 .40 Such activities were a
boon to the community and there is little doubt that the school house
would not have been built had the Masons not existed.
After respectability came "society," and in 1858 Thomes and
Toomes formed a jockey club. This was patterned after the New York
Jockey Club. Toomes was elected the first President by the initial
twenty-eight members. They leased the Tehama Race Track from
Thomes at their second meeting. The first day of races was scheduled
for May 10, a day which brought warm weather, a big crowd and good
races . 41 Racing became the most popular event of the county, but the
purses rarely, if ever, exceeded one thousand dollars. Anyone could
enter his favorite horse and every meet had at least one "grudge"
match. On September 15, 1858 Toomes entered his horse "Bailey" in
a grudge match for a thousand dollar purse. It was a "single dash of
one mile."" Actually, the race proved no contest for the opposing
horse ''flew the track.'' Such unpredictable activity was normal for
these events.
The Red Bluff Beacon publically urged the Jockey Club to expand
into a county agricultural society. The editor claimed there was little
benefit in finding out the fastest horse compared to the advantages of
an agricultural society." The Club never expanded, however, and
Toomes apparently saw some use in the races. He even became a
charter member in the nearby Red Bluff Jockey Club."
Though the idea of an agricultural society was lost on the Club
itself, it was well received by individual members. On February 6,
1861, Toomes and six other men were picked to draft rules for the
organization of the Tehama County Agricultural Society. In a
subsequent meeting Toomes was elected President." The Beacon
hailed the meeting as "a new era ... dawning upon us." A month
later the paper took credit for the new organization : ''Indeed this has
been our measure, and we shall claim the honor of having put the ball
in motion .'' It noted that the first meeting was composed of the best '
men and "heaviest" property holders in the county. 47
The agricultural society and a jockey club, however, only masked
the harsh realities of Tehama's frontier life. Indian groups such as the
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Pit Rivers, Wintas, and Yanas were not impressed with the rising
cultural "new era." The newspapers were strewn with depredations
on behalf of the Indian and the settler, and the accounts were often
gory in their depictions . There is no account of Toomes ever
participating in hunts on the nearby Indian camps but it is a safe
assumption he did so. On many occasions the citizens formed posses
to capture (and kill) the participants of an Indian raid. Innocent
people were often killed under the guise of revenge. In his later
years, Toomes told tales with "native eloquence in relating the
thrilling stories of danger, with Indians and wild beasts in the
early settlement ... ''"
The next step was political involvement and in 1860 Toomes'
political career rose slightly. The Sacramento Valley was essentially a
Democratic party area, and the local papers were so pro-Democrat
they barely mentioned local Republican activities. In August 1860,
the County Democratic Convention was to meet to elect representatives and create a platform for the state convention. Attending for
the first time as a representative of the town of Tehama, Albert
Toomes was elected to serve as one of the five delegates to attend the
state convention . This modest achievement was the political apex of
Toomes' career. He was re-elected to the County Convention in 1861,
but did not represent Tehama in 1862 ... If he had other political
ambitions, they are not known .
The last years of Toomes' life were devoted to his many ventures,
especially real estate speculation, 50 as well as his hobbies of hunting,
gardening, and traveling. If his hunting trips resembled the trip he
took to the coastal mountains in 1858, he was a very successful
outdoorsman . On that outing, he and his friends captured eighteen
deer, three elk, one bear and two hundred trout. "
One of his more enjoyable later day pastimes was to tell stories and
reminisce with old friends. As an acquaintance later wrote, his tales
were true to life, and he showed his love of beauty by "matchless
descriptions" of his first view of the area. By this time he had built a
mansion and surrounded it with gardens of exotic plants and trees. A
full time German gardener was employed to help take care of the
estate . 52 In such an environment, the amiable Toomes hosted his old
trapper friends and fellow travelers from the Santa Fe and Old
Spanish Trail days . 53
On or around October 4, 1873, Albert G. Toomes passed away
within sight of his beloved Elder Creek. He was 53 . All his wordly
possessions were left to his wife who survived until around 1880. 54
Ironically, the Tommes' name achieved what fame it did only after his
death, for his wife's sanity was contested when she made her mark on
her will. This case was appealed and in an 1880 land-mark decision,
the California Supreme Court ruled that a Roman Catholic priest
could testify as an expert. This proved to be a precedent making
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break in the legal barrier between Church and State in California
jurisprudence." Otherwise, however, Albert Toomes lived out his life
in relative obscurity. He was but a pin feather on the
~ineteenth - century American Eagle that screamed.
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THE OREGON SUPERINTENDENCY
OF INDIAN AFFAIRS
1853-1856

.1 uthor Lee Scott Theisen

Thousands of white settlers sought to settle in the green valleys of
Oregon in the 1840s and 50s . Spurred on by the promise of fertile and
abundant lands, they displaced the already decimated Indian
population. The federal government struggled to deal with the
growing Indian-white conflict from 1849 on . As in other areas of the
nation, the Indian policy in the Pacific Northwest continually
developed, not always as the result of what the superintendent and
his agents did . All the officers of the Oregon Superintendency
administered their programs under a myriad of pressures and
problems which affected and even decided Indian policy quite apart
from Washington's aims and directions. The employees of the
superintendency labored to deal with situations over which they
exercised little or no control; and the Bureau found itself accepting
situations and conclusions, even policy, which it had not directed or
even considered. The officers of the superintendency found
themselves caught up in a web of administration, the very execution
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of which often dominated their actions. Finding good men to work as
agents and sub -agents was always difficult.
The administration of Joel Palmer as Superintendent of Indian
Affairs for Oregon from 1853 to 1856 proved to be very significant in
the history of Indian-white relations in the Pacific Northwest.
Although the government attempted a removal policy in the period
from 1849 to 1853, it miscarried primarily because Palmer's
predecessor as superintendent allowed the Indian to remain on
reservation land west of the Cascades. Largely because the Indian
remained on land coveted by the white man, the Indian treaties
negotiated in this period were never ratified . Joel Palmer actively
pursued a reservation policy aimed at removing the Indians from
direct contact with the whites . His recommendations and actions
became the basis for the reservation policy in the Pacific Northwest.
But in pursuing this policy he continually operated against
administrative problems and an Indian-white conflict which
undermined his efforts .
Oregon in 1853 witnessed a steady influx of immigrants stimulated
by the Donation Land laws. Most of the settlers concentrated in the
Willamette Valley, especially between the Columbia River and the
falls of the Willamette River. Portland and the other towns of the area
grew steadily . The settlements varying from simple tent and wood
structures to the more elaborate wood and brick began to appear
in Portland. Oregon City boasted a population of nearly 800, and
Portland almost 1000. Above the falls ofthe Willamette stood Salem,
Corvallis , Eugene, Albany and other small agricultural communities.
The discovery of gold, first in California, and then in southern Oregon
in 1852 eventually stimulated farming communities at Grants Pass
and Medford. In 1850 the territorial population stood at slightly over
13,000. Within ten years it mushroomed to over 52,000, an increase of
nearly 300 per cent.'
The steady encroachment of whites affecte~ the Indian population.
Estimates of the number of Indians in the Northwest in the late 18th
century reached 100,000. After the fevers of 1830 and 1831, only 15 to
20,000 Indians remained in the Oregon Country . By the time large
numbers of settlers entered Oregon, the natives in the Willamette
Valley were reduced by 80 percent, and among certain tribes perhaps
as high as 95 percent.'
The Oregon Superintendency of Indian Affairs estimated the
Indian population in 1853-54 at close to 10,000. By 1860, this figure
would drop to 7,000 . Some of the bands of western Oregon, such as
the Tumwater band of Chinooks near the falls of the Willamette,
numbered but 13 . The Shastas and Rogue River Indians, however,
numbered some 1154. The greatest number of Indians, 6300, resided
in eastern Oregon. These included bands such as the Walla Wallas,
Cayuses, Nez Perce, Flatheads, Yakimas and Colville . The population
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of some of the Indian bands was not known. 3
In early 1853 Joel Palmer was appointed Superintendent of Indian
Affairs for the territory . The 43-year-old Palmer, gaunt, with a salt
and pepper beard and piercing dark eyes, was an 1845 Oregon
pioneer whose experiences he compiled in his widely acclaimed guide
book, JOURNAL OF TRAVELS OVER THE ROCKY MOUNTAINS
TO THE MOUTH OF THE COLUMBIA RIVER. He was experienced
as an Indiana politician, wagon master, Indian peace commissioner
and superintendent, miner, town founder and commissary officer.
The latter service enabled him to claim the title of general. ' A
formidal;Jle and honest man, Palmer soon became enmeshed in the
difficulties of administration, the complications of which continually
interferred with his efforts to erect a lasting reservation policy.
Upon assuming office Palmer found the debilitated Willamette
Valley Indians discontented because of the treaties previously made
with them, but never ratified. The government created many
problems for itself in its promises in its treaties. One chief told the
Indian agent:
"I cannot understand the white man - you make promises, do not fulfill them - I
sold my country to the Great American Tyee. The Great American Tyee promised to
pay my people , but he has not made good his words. Now his people come here- take
my land without permission, and do not pay me. What do your people do to me?"

Often what goods arrived were of shoddy quality. The Indians
complained of this abuse, and it affected their attitude toward the
bureau and the agents. These Indians felt sure the government
intended to do nothing until they died, when it could simply take their
land. At the same time, settlers moved onto the land set aside for
them in the non-ratified treaties. Palmer saw "Vice, and disease and
baleful gifts of civilization were reducing'' these Indians. He hoped
the so lution lay in providing them land away from the
white settlements.'
Palmer's first recommendation for a reservation policy for Oregon
came on June 23, 1853 . The Indians, he declared, must be removed
from the white man's influence . Houses should be built for them,
seeds and tools furnished them, and schools, teachers and
missionaries provided. Even if the government failed in its attempts
to preserve the Indians, it was important that the effort be made .
Palmer noted that ''the selection of a proper territory in which to
place them is an important consideration and the selection should
only be made after careful and extensive exploration ." He urged
there be no delay in deciding on a definite policy, because the time
only added to ''the difficulty of final adjustment.'' The welfare of the
Indian, as well as the ''peace and security of property'' necessitated a
definite course of action. All tribes should be dealt with on the
reservation basis with careful consideration to their habits and
lifestyles . Palmer envisioned several reservations on the coast for the
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Willamette Valley tribes, and two or more reservations east of the
Cascades for the other tribes. •
Palmer's thoughts agreed with the thinking of the Indian Bureau,
but no action had yet been taken. In February 1854, the
Commissioner of Indian Affairs, George W . Manypenny, asked
Congress to begin treaty making with the Indians of the Oregon
Country. His report, which determined the reservation and treaty
policy for the region, was based on Palmer's reports . ' Congress
responded by passing the Indian Appropriation Act of July 31, 1854.
The act authorized treaty making and appropriated money for that
purpose. The guidelines Congress provided were general, thus
Palmer's subsequent actions determined the course of affairs in
Oregon.
But events in Oregon forced Palmer to conclude treaties prior to
Congressional authorization. The discovery of gold in California
began trouble between miners and Indians as men headed south for
the gold fields. From 1850 on, conditions became worse when miners
moved north across the Siskiyou Mountains and began prospecting
the Rogue River and Umpqua Valleys in large numbers. When the
miners broke open virgin territory, the farmers followed. Fear and
hatred between whites and Indians produced increased violence. The
miners especially were, it was reported, "the most restless and
desperate characters and affected with such feeling of hostility to the
Indians that military restraint alone seems adequate to preservation
of peace." •
During the spring and summer of 1853, Indian restlessness
resulted in several murders in the Rogue River Valley. Rumors
spread that the Rogue River Indians were obtaining large quantities
of arms, were seeking the support of other tribes for war, and were
holding several white women captive at Table Rock. Excited by the
murders and rumors, miners and others from Jacksonville hanged
four Indians and marched on Table Rock. An Indian war began in
earnest. Not until September 4 did the two sides begin treaty talks. •
Palmer opened negotiations on September 8. The first treaty was a
military one, binding the Indians to reside on a reservation and turn
over their weapons . In the second, or Table Rock Treaty of September
10, the United States acquired the entire Rogue River Valley with the
exception of a 100 square mile reservation. The Indians received
$60,000 for their land, of which $15,000 was deducted for payment of
annuities to the white settlers of the region. This treaty set the
general plan for subsequent Indian treaties concluded by Palmer in
the Oregon Country. On the 19th the Cow Creek Indians who
participated in the uprising were forced to concede 800 square miles
in return for $12,000. ••
Neither whites nor Indians universally welcomed these treaties.
The Modocs continued to attack wagon trains. Frequent incidents
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occurred on the coast, and in the Rogue River Valley there were
continued clashes between Indians and whites. The two treaties were
not ratified until late 1854, and Congressional insistence on
amendments requiring tribal consolidation and the placing of other
tribes on their reservation further infuriated the Indians. 11
Numerous problems hampered Superintendent Palmer's treaty
making. The agents were poorly paid and then infrequently. Months,
even years, might pass before they received their due . Often they
relied on their personal credit. Palmer himself wrote that the
"absence of funds has embarrassed me very much ... unless relieved
soon, I shall be compelled to abandon the post and attend to my
private affairs." The salary for sub-agents, $750 a year, he thought
"wholly inadequate, and did not even compare with that of a common
laborer." Many agents resigned from the service because of the lack
of funds."
On the other hand, some agents profited by the situation in which
they found themselves. One of Palmer's agents, Samuel Culver,
mismanaged the Rogue River Reservation to the point of arousing the
Indians to rebellion. The agent supplemented his income by diverting
the profits from the cutting of hay and the potato harvest into his
pocket. Palmer estimated that Culver made $2270 from the hay alone.
In addition, much of Culver' s time was spent at his gold mine, rather
than on the reservation . When suspended from office, Culver aroused
his political friends against Palmer. 13
Other agents, like Nathan Olney, were interested in more than
financial gain . Complaints came to Palmer that Olney permitted
whites to visit Indian villages after dark. As Palmer put it: [They]
often remain after night violating the persons of the women ." Not
only did Olney permit such things, but he participated in them, and
''by clandestinely going to the lodges, and by this licentious conduct
give reason for the Indians to believe it is for their benefit and the use
of their women, that these Indians are located there ." Olney was
finally ordered to resign. 14 The problem of finding and keeping able
and good men hampered Palmer's pursuit of the reservation policy.
Between November 1854 and January 1855 , Palmer continued to
negotiate treaties in western Oregon. On November 15, the Rogue
River Indians not included in the Table Rock Treaty signed one, and
on the 18th the Shasta Scoton Indians of the Rogue River region did
likewise . These tribes were removed to the Table Rock Reservation.
On November 29 Palmer signed treaties with the Umpqua
and Calapooyas and on January 22, 1855 with the Confederated
bands of Calapooyas including the Molalla and some Tum-waters .
These Indians, like the others were forbidden to drink liquor or
purchase it for others under threat of having ''his or her proportion of
the annuities withheld ... '' As in other treaties, the Indians received a
temporary home until permanent reservations could be selected. The
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superintendent's instructions directed him to treat with Indians in
settlements first. "
The question of liquor for the Indians, as well as the white man' s
pecuniary attitudes continually upset the Indian and colored his
attitude toward the white. The territorial supreme court made several
attempts to nullify the Indian laws of the Intercourse Act of 1834. The
1855 attempt in the case of OREGON V. TOM, AN INDIAN, was
fairly typical. The court seized upon a clause of the act establishing
the Territory of Oregon which said ''the laws of the United States are
extended over, and declared to be in force in said territory , so far as
the same, or any provision thereof, may be applicable." The court
decided that the Intercourse Act was inapplicable, and not in force in
the territory. The superintendent of Indian affairs thought the test of
the word "applicable" was whether or n~t the law was " convenient"
to the white inhabitants of the territory. The same argument was used
to advance the nullification of the prohibition on the sale of
intoxicating liquors . The court claimed any conflict between the 1834
act and territorial law must be resolved in favor of the territory. The
territory could thus regulate trade with the Indian. Such attempts of
the court to void the law were ultimately struck down, but not before
they created further ill-will and difficulties for the Indian agent."
Racial attitudes also infected other laws of the territory. It was
virtually impossible for any Indian to obtain satisfaction from the law
because of the rulings of the territorial supreme court. The court
decided that ''a negro, mulatto or Indian shall not be a witness in any
court against a white person." Consequently, the white man could
commit any sort of crime against the Indian and not be punished
unless another white was willing to testify against him. 17
In 1853 the Oregon Superintendency was divided by the creation of
Washington Territory. Although greatly reduced in size, the
superintendency still encompassed present day Oregon, as well as
portions of Idaho, Montana and Wyoming. The division created many
problems. Agents' assignments often sent them far from their homes
in the territory, reflecting the lack of appreciation in Washington City
of the physical size of the superintendency. The great distance from
Washington, and distances within the superintendency meant the
mail took weeks, months and even longer to arrive at its destination .
Crossed letters and resultant confusion plagued administration . The
division of the superintendency cut through Indian bands, such as the
Yakima and Wall a W alias, necessitating the need for two agents
where one previously sufficed. This further confused authority, as
well as complicating the problem ofthe liquor traffic to the Indians."
Because ofthe division of the territory, bands in the eastern portion
ofthe region had to be dealt with by both Palmer and Governor Isaac
I. Stevens of Washington Territory. Palmer had planned to negotiate
with the tribes of the superintendency residing east of the Cascades
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for some time . No real efforts had been made to treat with these
tribes officially; and the Cayuse remained hostile. In addition, these
Indians voic.ed their opposition to mixing with the Willamette Valley
bands whom they regarded as degenerated ''by their intercourse with
the whites." An Indian countil was planned for May 1855."
On March 17, 1855, however, Commissioner Manypenny wrote
Palmer advising him that he and Governor Stevens should not hold a
council since the War Department had not "matured" its plans with
reference to the Indians on the frontier. On April2, the Commissioner
wrote again, and set the date for the Indian council for July at Fort
Benton. Neither of these letters had reached Palmer when he wrote
Manypenny on April 18 to tell him that he and Stevens were holding
the council on May 20 with Indian bands including the ''Nez Perce,
Palooses, Walla Wallas, Yakimas, Cayuses, Umatillas, John Day
Rivers, Upper and Lower Deschutes, Wasco, and Dog
River Indians." '"
Palmer and Stevens arrived at Walla Walla on May 21, oblivious of
their government's instructions. When their negotiations began eight
days later there were some 4 or 5000 Indians present. It was quickly
evident that most of the Indians opposed the treaty making, but
Palmer, who fell ill, and particularly Stevens, pressed on. Though
many of the Indians openly expressed their hostility, treaties were
ultimately agreed to . The terms of the several treaties were
essentially the same as the tribes west ofthe Cascades received. They
prohibited the use or trade of liquor, guaranteed right of way for
roads and railroads through reservation land, prohibited inter-tribal
warfare except in self-defense , and forbade the use of tribal annuities
for individual debts ." Despite the fact that the council was held
contrary to the orders of the Bureau , it accepted the results. Yet
within three months a major Indian war broke out involving most of
the same tribes. In this case the mails may have vitally affected the
whole Northwest. Had the council been postponed, and undertaken
with someone other than Stevens and Palmer, it is conceivable that
the war might not have occurred, or been as widespread.
Politics was one of the chief crosses borne by the Indian agents. In
a political system built on patronage, removal was an ever present
thre'a t, which, when it occurred, could be swift and ruthless. A
common method of attacking officeholders was to charge "negligence
and ine.f ficiency'' in the fulfillment of the duties of the office, and file
a petition for removal. 22 The turnover interfered with the execution
of a consistent Indian policy.
Oregon politics proved as virtriolic and partisan as elsewhere in the
states and territories. The Democratic party dominated territorial
politics, and in turn the so-called "Salem Clique" dominated the
party. It included many prominent members of the legislature. The
group was led by Asahel Bush, the owner and editor of the Oregon
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Statesman of Oregon City and later Salem. One observer credited the
clique with a ruth lessness which tolerated no hesitation, which laid
down and enforced a strict party line, and knew no mercy for their
opponents. "It was sort of an electric force ... never seen, but its
pressure known by its effects." The Whigs, and from 1854 on, the
Republican party formed the opposition. The Republican paper was
the Portland Oregonian, of which Bush said, "There is not a brothel
in the land that would not have been disgraced by the presence of the
Oregonian . .. "" But politicians of both parties generally shared, or
were alert to, their constituents' desire for Indian land .
From June 1855 to December, Palmer treated with the remaining
tribes of western Oregon. On June 25, 1855 the Confederated tribes
agreed to a treaty and were placed on the reservation near Mount
Jefferson in the Cascades. The coast Indians' treaty, negotiated in
August and September, was never ratified, but the Executive Order
of November 9, 1855 set aside the reservation. Palmer was a strong
proponent of the coast reservation for he knew the Indians' reluctance
to move to the interior, and the plans of whites to settle in the coastal
region alarmed him. He recognized the white interest in the area, but
remained convinced "that no other section offers so few attractions to
the whites [yet] combined more facilities for the comfort, and
subsistance ofthe Indians ... " On December 21, remaining Indians of
the Molalla band signed a treaty and were to be located in the Grand
Round Valley."' This last treaty proved to be the final blow to
exasperated whites anxious for the land.
Slowly but steadily, Palmer's actions incurred the enmity of
politicians in his own party. During the midst of the Indian conflicts
beginning in June 1855, he steadfastly defended the Indians. Tension
between whites and Indians mounted all summer and into the fall . A
general uprising occurred in October which threatened to engulf even
peaceful Indians. When Palmer sought to protect a band of Rogue
River Indians by moving them to the Grand Ronde Reservation, land
desired by the settlers, the whites protested vehemently. The Indians
were told Palmer would be removed from office, and they would be
shot if they went to the reservation. It proved necessary for Palmer to
ask for armed escort to protect the Indians. While the move was slow,
very little of the resistence threatened actually occurred. All but ten
of the 380 Indians in the tribe made it to the reservation."
The territorial legislature chose this move as the excuse to ask for
the removal of both Palmer and Major General John E. Wool,
Commander of the Department of the Pacific. Palmer asked to speak
before the House to explain his actions, but the legislature countered
by passing a resolution forbidding his appearance. Its members then
sent a memorial to President Franklin Pierce on January 9, 1856,
calling for Palmer's dismissal. Charging him with being instrumental
in provoking an Indian war, the memorialists added:

191

"We would also represent to your excellency the fact that Palmer, representing
himself to be a sound national Democrat received, through the recommendation of
such Democrat residents of this territory, his appointment through a Democratic
administration. But through a spirit of political perfidy, ingratitude, and meaness, he,
the said Palmer did, about one year since, join the know-Nothings, and having bound
himself with the know-Nothings , and having bound himself with the perfidious oaths of
that dark and hellish secret order, had faithfully kept the oaths by neglecting to vote for
the nominees of the Democrats and by appointing incompetent Know Nothing Whigs
to office in exclusion to sound, worthy, and competent Democrats."

The real reason for the action, however, lay in the legislature's
charge that Palmer tried to purchase the land of citizens on the west
side of the Willamette Valley for a reservation for "thousands of
Indians,'' despite the objections of the people and the territorial
legislature. Or as they put it, "despite the remonstrances of the
legislative assembly and of our constituents, the men, women and
children of the territory." The resolution concluded by asking that
Palmer's secretary, Edward R. Greary, be appointed in his place. It
was signed by the speakers of the assembly and 34 members of the
assembly and council.,. Many were members of the Salem Clique .
The memorial did not surprise Palmer. The same interests,
"political and pecuniary," previously noted by him were doubtless at
work again. He thought the maneuver aimed at embarrasing him and
thwarting the government policy. "Remotely situated as we are ...
and [with] the length of time requisite to communicate and receive
specific instructions," he could not be sure of its effect on the
confidence of the people. The legislative action, he contended, was
more the result of a caucus than anything else. Palmer would step
down willingly if the good of the service demanded it, but the
revelation that his trusted aide, Edward Geary, cooperated with the
effort to remove him came as a great shock. He notified Manypenny
th at he needed a competent successor "uncontaminatd with any
clique, isms or schisms." Geary no longer qualified. Blasting his
aide, Palmer noted that Geary was offered the votes of the
Democratic caucus for Palmer's position if he would agree "to
countermand the order by which the friendly Indians were to be
congregated at the encampment, and encourage the abandonment of
the coast reservation." He then dismissed Geary from the service.
Whatever satisfaction he derived from this action, however, was
short-lived for his opponents succeeded in having him relieved of his
duties on August 16, 1856."
Between 1853 and 1856 the reservation policy in the Oregon
Superintendency of Indian Affairs matured and was finalized. Joel
Palmer's importance lies in his success in settling the reservation
policy for the Pacific Northwest. Yet the steps to this success were not
easy ones. He was undermined at every turn by the administrative
difficulties of his office - the difficulty of finding and retaining good
agents, the financial problems, the confusion caused by the problems
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of communication, and by the racial attitudes, land hunger and
political conflict of the settlers. If Palmer failed to achieve the success
he wished for, it may be wondered that he succeeded at all.
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Notes From The Book Editor
By Ernestine Smutney
BROTHER WHALE: A Whalewatcher's Log, by Roy Nickerson. (San Francisco,
Chronicle Book, 1977. !SSp., illus ., bibliog., index. paper, $4 .9S)
Nickerson calls his book "an informed introduction to the wonderful world of the
whales ," and no one could summarize it better. In Brother Whale he has gathered
what can be found on these magnificent creatures of the deep, from the early whaling
logs and journals to current studies of cetacean intelligence and ecological significance.
An avid whalewatcher himself, he spins many fascinating tales of whales and dolphins
from first hand experience, tales which show clearly that with our brothers of the deep
we can truly have close encounters of a different kind.
HIDDEN COUNTRY VILLAGES OF CALIFORNIA. Text and Photography by Frances
Coleberd. (San Francisco, Chronicle Books, 1977. 178p., illus ., ports .. paper, $5.95)
Coleberd's eighteen small villages were chosen because each had a special and
individual appeal to her, an appeal which has not diminished over the years she has
visited them. She has pictured them in attractive photographs and in an
historical/contemporary description which highlights their unique charms. A nice
feature is the thumbnail sketches and photos of some of the stalwart old-timers like
James Sinnott and Jeanette Lyons and younger champions of rural life like Richard
Wilson and Brooks Firestone. But, she warns, these rural villages must remain rural to
preserve their charm; they cannot survive if new residents try to bring the metropolis
with them.
THE AMERICAN WEST IN THE TWENTIETH CENTURY, A Short History of an
Urban Oasis, by Gerald D. Nash. (Albuquerque, University of New Mexico Press,
1977. 311p., illus., bibliog., notes, index. paper, $5.9S)
First published in 1973 and very favorably reviewed, this synthesis of the history of
the American West has been re-published in paper. It is at once scholarly, readable,
thought-provoking and highly instructive; .it will be a useful addition to libraries public
and private, East and West.
COLONIZATION ON THE LITTLE COLORADO: The Joseph City Region, by George
S. Tanner and J. Morris Richards . (Flagstaff, Northland Press, 1977. 200p., illus.,
ports., sketch map, bibliog., notes, index. $12.50)
Among the last of the 350 settlements mandated by Brigham Young in the thirty

195

years between the arrival of the M~rmons in Utah and his death were the four colonies
on the Little Colorado. They were begun with a specific charge to provide homes for
Latter-Day Saints , to do good to the Indians, and to found United Orders and make
them work. The last charge seems to have been the rock on which some of the
settlements foundered, although the unpredictable Little Colorado and the aridity of
the land might well have doomed so ambitious a plan from the start. The United Order
is a Mormon concept of Utopianism, or communal life , in which individual ownership is
given over to the group.
Tanner and Richards , thanks to diaries and records, give a comprehensive history of
the Little Colorado settlements from their beginning. They describe the settlers, the
location of the towns, the constant struggle for water, the demise of three of the
colonies , and the fortunes of Joseph City, the only colony which was able not only to
survive but to enjoy modest prosperity up to the present.
49er IRISH: One Irish Family in the California Mines, by F .D. Calhoon. (Hicksville,
N.Y .. Exposition Press, 1977. An Exposition-Lochinvar Book. 194p., $8.50)
Truth, as the well-worn aphorism says, is stranger than fiction , and surely the saga
of the McGuires contains many elements that seem too strange to be true. Calhoon,
son-in-law of the youngest McGuire son, gives us an insider' s look at life in the
goldfields of Grass Valley as he tells the story of Mike and Mary and their progeny. He
declares that he can vouch for the veracity of all the yarns except those in the last
chapter about the highgraders - some of those men are still alive!
Warm and funny, interesting and instructive, 49er Irish is a valuable addition to our
"human" history of post-gold discovery California.
VANISHED VILLAGES OF MONTEREY COUNTY: Northern and Interior Aboriginal
Sites, Placenames & People, by Donald M. Howard. (Carmel, Calif. , Monterey
County Archaeological Society [P.O. Box 93921] 64p. , chiefly illus., maps. paper,
$5.95)
Howard has attempted to survey the most outstanding and accessible of the
2000-odd known aboriginal sites in Monterey County and to identify them with a map
and a photograph to enable visitors to find and enjoy them - with an emphasis on
non-destructive viewing! He also includes many rare or unpublished pictures of
famous ethnographers and Indian informants .
"Vanished Villages" is a sequel to "Primitives in Paradise" and " Big Sur
Archaeology"; the three publications together cover all the major sites of the county.
OOTI: A Maidu Legacy, by Richard Simpson. (Millbrae, Calif., Celestial Arts [231
Adrian Rd., 94030] 1977. 119p., illus. paper, $6.95)
"Ooti" shares with us some of the ancient wisdom preserved by Lizzie Enos, a
remarkable Maidu Indian woman whose 87 years were spent in the northern Sierra
foothills of her ancestral land.
As Lizzie's skilled hands prepared the ooti, the acorn, she told Simpson many
ancient Maidu legends - how the World-Maker formed the earth and its creators, how
the growth of evil brought sorrow and death and divided the people into tribes , how
First Man taught them their laws and legends and how to hunt and to willow weave and
to gather and prepare the acorn.
Simpson's sensitive photographs illumine the tasks made sacred by legend, and add
a mystical reality to the ancient tales.
SHASTA: The Queen City. Drawings by Mabel Moores Frisbie; Text by Jean Moores
Beauchamp. (San Francisco, Published for the Shasta Historical Society by the
California Historical Society, 1977, c1973. l OOp., illus., bibliog. , index. $12 .95,
paper $6.95)
The charming line drawings of the buildings and scenes in and around Shasta are
given solid historical relevance and interest by the excellent, carefully researched text.
It is no wonder that a second printing has become necessary; the addition of an index
will enhance the value of the work for the researcher and add to the pleasure of
the browser.
A SELF-GUIDED TOUR OF THE GRASS VALLEY-NEVADA CITY MINE SITES, by
F.D. Calhoon . Sacramento, The Author [3501 Bradshaw Rd. 95827] 1977, c1973.
41p., illus., sketch map, glossary. paper, $3.40 postpaid)
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The "Northern Mines" as the author reminds us, are not in the more publicized
Mother Lode , but the quantity and quality of the gold'they produced exceeded that of
the rest of the state. Calhoon adds many details of mining and stories of the miners to
his lively tour guide. With the price of gold at its current level we may yet see the
resumption of active mining in these areas of proven reserves.
GOLD RUSH DAYS: VITAL STATISTICS Copied from Early Newspapers of Stockton,
California 1850-1855. Compiled and Mimeographed by Members of The San Joaquin
Genealogical Society, Stockton, California, 19S8. Index Prepared by J. Carlyle
Parker. Reprint with Index 1977. (Stockton, the Society, 1977. 92, 191 index, paper,
$10.00)
This reprint of Gold Rush Days is a welcome replacement for the 19S8 edition, since
the index will greatly facilitate searching. Thanks are due Parker, who seems to find
room in his busy schedule to complete many useful projects.
NORTHERN CALIFORNIA ART: An Interpretive Bibliography to 1915, by Joseph
Armstrong Baird, Jr. with additions and bibliographic research by Ellen Schwartz.
(Davis . Library Associates, University Library, University of California, Davis, 1977.
42 leaves)
The Baird Archive of California Art offers a rich and varied access to sources for
research in nineteenth and twentieth century art up to about 191S.
The editors believe that this first publication of the bibliography will be of value to
researchers, and that after a period of use and evaluation a revised edition can be
prepared.
CATTLE BARONS OF EARLY OREGON, by David Braly. (Prineville, Ore., American
Media Co., 1978. A Timberline Publication. SSp., illus., bibliog. Mimeographed,
paper, $4 .SO postpaid)
Braly (whose "Juniper Empire" was reviewed in the Winter, 1977 Historian) here
traces ''the rise and fall of the cattle baron as the most important financial figure in
East Oregon." The cattlemen vs the Indians, the sheep men and the homesteader vs
the cattleman dominated the scene from the 1870's to 1890's, which saw the end ofthe
era.
Some sections of Cattle Barons are repeated from Juniper Empire, but only to allow
continuity to this fast-paced mini-history.
A GIFT TO THE STREET. Photographs by Carol Olwell, Commentary by Judith Lynch
Waldhorn. (San Francisco, The Antelope Island Press, 1976. 196p., [chiefly illus.]
facsims., appendices, references. $17.9S, paper $12.9S)
The charming Victorian houses so beautifully celebrated here are not only a gift to
the street, they are a joy to have on one's book shelves to rejoice the eye and make the
heart glad. Waldhorn's clear and concise text matches and complements Olwell's
excellent photographs; both are enhanced by the facsimilies and drawings which
illustrate details and historical development.
If you have any affection for the joyously exuberant old Victorians you will love A Gift
To The Street.
SCHOOLBOY, COWBOY, MEXICAN SPY, by Jay Monaghan, with a Foreword by Ray
Allen Billington. (Berkeley, University of California Press, 1977. 218p., illus., index.
$10.9S)
Monaghan, a slender 17-year-old Easterner, went West for the first time in 1908
when the West was still part wild. No one who has read any of his earlier books will be
surprised at how well he writes; what is surprising is that one youth could have
experienced (or brought on himself!) such a wild array of hilarious, unusual, and
potentially lethal adventures and come through it all unscathed. The schoolboy had a
marvelous time becoming a real cow-puncher and he gloried in the wide-open land of
magnificent scenery, but he nearly lost his life when he decided to scoop the
establishment with a story on the Mexican Revolution. An innocent, though
injudicious, snapshot of a Diaz soldier resulted in his arrest as a spy; only good luck
and the opportune success of the insurgents saved him. But such a close call was no
reason to rush back home, not with the rest of the summer to be spent and a job with
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the 4th Cavalry available. The pages are crowded with the stories of several summers,
and at the end you will hope for a sequel. One question - how did Monaghan retrieve
that picture that almost ended his picture taking?
THE BOOK OF LUELEN, by Luelen Bernart, translated and edited by John L. Fischer,
Saul H. Riesenberg and Marjorie G. Whiting. (Honolulu, University of Hawaii, 1977.
Pacific History Series no . 8. 193p., illus., ports., sketch map, notes, bibliog. $15.00)
Luelen Bernart wove together the legepds and lore of his heritage and his own
knowledge of more recent events (he was born in 1866) to tell the history of his island,
Ponape, for his children and relatives . His account is the most complete ever produced
by a native, and it is held in high regard on the island . This translation contains
sufficient notes to enable the reader to enjoy it, but scholars will need the editors' full
annotations and glossaries, which are contained in an offset supplement published by
the Australian National University Press at $6.95 .
GUIDE TO THE JOHN MUIR TRAIL, by Thomas Winnett. (Berkeley, Wilderness
Press, 1978. 103p., illus., maps, index, paper, $4 .95)
Winnett, a past master of trail guides, (e.g., see Pacific Historian Fall '75, Winter
'76) gives backpackers and trail enthusiasts a clear and concise account of the John
Muir Trail (both North and South) with the assistance of maps prepared by Jeffrey
Schaffer . 1n addition he manages to tell you about the wildlife and the flowers and
flowering shrubs, and to describe the views you will see. Yes, he does have a
description of the trail up (or down) Mount Whitney, whose summit marks the
southern end of the Joh n Muir Trail.
MARTHA AND THE DOCTOR: A Frontier Family in Central Nevada, by Marvin
Lewis, edited by B. Betty Lewis. (Reno, University of Nevada Press, 1977. A
Bristlecone Paperback, 247p. , ports ., notes, paper, $5 .00)
Martha Gaily poured out her hopes, fears, frustrations and joys to the diary she kept
during the ten long years she and her ex-dentist husband pioneered in the small
mining camps of Nevada. Her descriptions of people and places, food and housing, acts
of kindness and all-too frequent rascality give a picture offrontier life as it was lived or endured - in the early days of the West. Her husband, the Doctor, was a dreamer
and visionary who finally struck it rich enough to enable them to end their days in
comfort on a California fruit orchard; his voluminous and widely published stories and
poems help fill out the background of this unforgettable, unvarnished story of a family
that never gave up - and eventually triumphed over adversity.
THE CENTURY OF ROBERT H. FORBES, The Career of a Pioneer Agriculturist,
Agronomist, Environmentalist, Conservationist and Water Specialist in Arizona and
Abroad, by Charles C. Colley. (Tucson, Arizona Historical Society, 1977. Historical
Monograph Series no . 6. 148p., illus., ports. , notes, index. $16.00)
Robert Forbes' century covered the years from 1867 to 1968, and during most of
them he was a man ahead of his time . An indefatigable scholar , he was quick to
assimilate new ideas and to see problems and possibilities. He was an ecologist and
conservationist before such were popular, and he made great contributions to
agriculture in the American West as well as in Africa and Haiti. A second career as an
Arizona legislator was followed in retirement (at 84!) by increased activity on behalf of
the Arizona Historical Society, which pays him tribute in the publication of this
well -written and very interesting biography.
TEXAS LOG BUILDINGS: A Folk Architecture, by · Terry G. Jordan. (Austin,
University of Texas Press, 1977. 230p ., illus., sketch maps, diagrs., appendices ,
notes, glossary, bibliog ., index. $15 .95)
Log structures dominated the Texas landscape of the last century, but so rapidly
have they been replaced that Jordan feels his own research, covering the last ten years,
is an "eleventh hour" effort to preserve the record of vanishing folkways.
Jordan links the Texas log houses to their European or eastern American origins,
describing in detail the characteristics of the different types. So complete is the
attention to detail that Texas Log Buildings could serve as a "how to" book; it will also
enable the historian and the folklorist to appreciate a way of life which has almost
passed.
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MINES OF THE SAN BERNARDINOS, by John W. Robinson. (Glendale, CA, La
Siesta Press [Box 4063]1977 . 7lp .. illus .. sketch maps. bibliog .. index. paper. $2.50)
Robinson warns the reader that the real, unvarnished history of gold mining is far
less exciting than the "lost mines and buried treasures" yarns would imply. Here he
attempts to portray mining as it actually occurred, but adding the legends at the very
end. In retrospect . the labor and capital required to operate the hard rock mines
overshadow the romance of the strikes . But in its feverish heyday fortunes were won
and lost. and Robinson traces the rise and decline of the many strikes and rumors of
strikes that kept hopes high for sudden wealth. Like his earlier Mines of the San
Gabriels. Mines of the San Bemardinos is useful both as history and as a guide for
visitin g the areas.
THE JOURNAL OF JOHN SWEATMAN: A Nineteenth Century Surveying Voyage in
North Australia & Torres Strait. Edited by Peter Corris. (Queensland, University of
Queensland Press [5 So. Union St., Lawrence, Mass . 01843] 1977. 208p ., facsimile
illus .. sketch maps. bibliog .. notes, index. $30.00)
From 1837 to 1850 British Royal Navy ships engaged in a systematic survey of
Northern Australian waters in order to allow safe passage through the reefs and shoals
which took a heavy toll of ships daring enough to brave them. Published accounts for
each of these years exist except for 1846, a gap now filled by this journaL
Although the first volume of Sweatman's account has been lost, this second volume ,
supplied with footnotes and an excellent introduction, is of interest and value not only
for the description of the surveys and life aboard ship. but also for the author's
perceptive remarks about the native peoples as well as about European society in the
Antipodes.
HISTORICAL PERSONS AND PLACES ... in San Ramon Valley, A personalized,
pictorial, social history of Alamo, Danville, Diablo and San Ramon, by Virgie V.
Jones . (Alamo. CA . Morris-Burt Press [10 Gary Way. 94507] 1977. 230p. , illus .,
ports ., index. $17.50)
In th is sequel to "Remembering Alamo" (see Pacific Historian Summer, 1976)
Virgie Jones continues her unique chronicle of the San Ramon Valley . There are
chapters on the geography and topography , early and "modern" pioneers, clubs.
schools. outstanding places , a chapter on the four towns and one of "Potpourri ."
Like its predecessor, San Ramon Valley contains many interesting pictures, family
records, personal interviews and information gleaned from many sources. The author
does not quite promise a further addition. though she does say that not all her material
could be included in these two.
FRONTIER AMERICA 1800-1840: A Comparative Demographic Analysis of the
Settlement Process. by James E. Davis. (Glendale, Arthur H. Clark, 1977. 220p .,
ill us .. sketch maps. tables, appendices. bibliog., index. $15.50)
For the first time a researcher has used census data and a computer to derive factual
information about the men and women who pioneered on the American frontier as it
reached toward the Mississippi and beyond . Who went and why? Where did they go
and how did they fare?
Using already computerized data and data painstakingly gleaned from the National
Archives, Davis plotted characteristics of households on the northern and southern
front ier and established a non -frontier control sample. The statistics dealing with
blacks on the frontier are especially revealing.
Frontier America is valuable not only for the light it sheds on our frontier history but
for the opportunity it offers to compare one experience with that of other nations,
Australia and Russia, for example.
PATRICIAN DEMOCRAT, the Political Life of Charles Cowper, 1843-1870, by Alan
PowelL (Carleton , Vic .. Melbourne University Press, distributed by ISBS, 1977.
192p .. illus .. ports .. notes , bibliog. , index . $17.00)
Cowper's political life spanned the transitional period of New South Wales from
convict colony to parliamentary democracy, and no one worked more diligently or
effectively to reconcile opposing factions and ensure orderly continuity in government.
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More far-sighted than most of his contemporaries, he saw the necessity for railroads
and was responsible for their development. For nearly thirty years, eleven as Premier,
the influence he exerted was, on balance, both pervasive and beneficial , and Powell
believes that his memory should be more honored than it is at present.
THE TWENTIETH-CENTURY AMERICAN WEST: A Potpourri, by Gene M.
Gressley. (Columbia, University of Missouri Press, 1977. 196p., illus., ports.,
bibliog. , notes, index. $12.00)
Gressley states that the six essays comprising this volume illustrate ideas and
themes which shaped the West and which he feels are valid in spite of the complexity
and diversity of this large region.
Accordingly, he discussed colonialism, Western politics and Western vs. federal
bureaucracy, regionalism , water resources , financial and economic development and
the problems caused by a growing population.
Using the lines and often the words of men whose impact on the present is still felt
(e.g. Arthur Powell Davis, George Otis Smith, Thurman Arnold and Joseph
O'Mahoney) he convincingly shows that the present West can be understood only in
terms of these themes. At once evocative and provocative, the Twentieth-Century
American West is important both for understanding the past and planning the future.
BUGLES IN THE VALLEY: Garnett's Fort Simcoe, by H.Dean Guie. (Portland , Oregon
Historical Society, 1977. 196p., illus., ports., maps, facsims., bibliog., index, paper,
$5 .95)
Fort Simcoe, in south central Washington, was established in 1855 and turned over
to the Bureau of Indian Affairs in 1859; today the site is a state park under lease from
the Yakima Tribe. Guie has gleaned its history and facts about the men (and women)
who lived in it from public archives and personal memorabilia. This revision ofthe 1856
first edition, published with the aid of the Western Imprints Fund and the Northwest
Area Foundation, makes available an interesting chapter in the history of the
Northwest.
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By Ernestine Smutney
THE ILLUSTRATED BIOGRAPHICAL ENCYCLOPEDIA OF ARTISTS OF THE
AMERICAN WEST, by Peggy and Harold Samuels. (Garden City, N.Y., Doubleday,
1977. 549p., illus., sources. $25.00)
It is little wonder that the staggering beauty of the Western American wilderness
and the romance associated with the cowboy ;lnd the Indian would inspire so many to
take instrument in hand and draw, paint or sculpt. Over 1700 of these captivated
individuals are included in this comprehensive reference book which developed as an
extension of data collected for the authors' own files as dealers in Western paintings.
Consequently, we would expect a practical book, and indeed, this one is eminently
useful to the collector or admirer of Western art.
Entries include pertinent biographical information as well as which collections
contain the artist's work, the most his paintings have sold for at a recent public auction
(if this information is available) , and where to find an example of his signature .
References to him in the general biographical dictionaries , such as Fielding's, the
Dictionary of American Biography, and Western source books are also included to
supplement the information given here. The entries for each artist are quite brief,
although the authors have tried to include small bits of personal information to give the
reader a feeling for the artist as a person .
For purposes of this encyclopedia, an artist is Western by virtue of his subject
matter, not the location of his home. If he could be found working by 1950 as a painter,
illustrator or sculptor, then he was eligible for inclusion in this book. Every category of
Western artist is used, beginning with the explorer artists and embracing the railway
survey artists , the panoramic landscapists, the magazine illustrators on through
the modernists.
Small black-and -white examples of the artists ' works are displayed together in
several sections of the book, more to give a feeling for the subject matter than as a
means of studying his style.
This well-researched book would be a fine addition to any library with an interest in
Western art.
Donna Reid, University ofthe Pacific

COMING INTO THE COUNTRY, by John McPhee, (New York , Farrar, Straus and
Giroux , 1977. 438p., maps. $10.95)
When a traveler "comes into the country", he enters the region of the upper Yukon,
in the vernacular ofthe people living there . Such clannishness, however, is an attitude
shared by nearly everyone in Alaska, where the lower 48 states are referred to as "the
outside". This sense of apartness is just one of the peculiarities of Alaskans . How this
and other mind-sets color their view of the remaining 49 states and Alaska's
interactions with them makes for absorbing reading as McPhee gives us a close-up
profile of past and present-day Alaska and Alaskans.
Part I of Coming into the Country is a first -hand account of a canoe and kayak trip
down the Salmon River of the Brooks Range, a river whose watershed is completely
above the Arctic Circle. McPhee joined a group of 4 members of a state-federal study
team whose purpose in taking the trip was to consider the Salmon's nomination to
become a national wild river. McPhee's description of the Salmon and the country
surrounding it is superb , giving the reader a very real sense of having been along on
the trip . It is very difficult to capture in words the true essence of an Alaskan
wilderness experience , but McPhee does so admirably.
Part II is a fascinating description of the search for a site for the new capital city of
Alaska. As a result of an initiative on the 1974 primary ·ballot, the voters chose to
move their capital from Juneau to a completely new location which could not be within
30 miles of either Anchorage or Fairbanks. The new capital site had to satisfy many
criteria, and McPhee accompanied the officially appointed group who inspected the
most suitable choices. Within the context of this trip , McPhee reveals to us much of the
Alaskan character along with many clever comments on the ordeals of other states in
moving their capitals .
The third and longest part of the book is an intimate and detailed account of the
people living in and around Eagle in the upper Yukon region. On the whole, the people
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who have immigrated to the Alaskan bush are independent types who fled the various
restraints imposed upon them ''outside''. Their interactions with one another make for
memorable reading .
This book is highly recommended to anyone with an interest in Alaska, the future of
the American wilderness , or who simply enjoys an engrossing and well-written book.
Donna Reid, University of the Pacific

THE JOURNEY HOME: Some Words in Defense of the American West, by Edward
Abbey. Illustrations by Jim Stiles . (New York, E .P. Dutton, 1977. 242p. , illus.,
paper, $3. 95)
If you were thinking of visiting the Southwestern desert or high canyon country of
Utah, Arizona, or New Mexico, here is Edward Abbey's "Survival hint #1 : Stay out of
there. Don't go. Stay home and read a good book, this one for example. The Great
American Desert is an awful place. People get hurt, get sick, get lost out there. Even if
you survive , which is not certain, you will have a miserable time ." The Journey Home
is a collection of mostly polemical essays, written over the course of the last ten years ,
and published in such magazines as "American West". "Audubon Magazine " , and
"High Country News" . Abbey is a self-avowed "extremist" - an agrarian anarchist
whose religion happens to be Piute- and he seeks to defend the American Western
Wilderness against what he regards as the twin degradations of industrialization and
urbanization . As a former forest ranger and fire -lookout for the National Park Service,
Abbey is particularly enraged by the Interior Department's enthusiastic embrace of
what he calls "industrial tourism and mechanized recreation". Abbey would ban the
automobile completely from our national parks. "Let the machines find their own
parks," he argues.
Abbey's writing works on two levels: on one level, he engages in a last-ditch effort to
defend his space - the Great American Desert - against those whose sole concern
seems to be economic profit. On another, perhaps deeper, level , he writes movingly of
the perils, pitfalls, and purifying beauty ofthe wilderness as he has experienced it on a
day-to-day basis. (The Journey Home, for example, contains one such Thoreau-like
gem: "Fire Look-out: Numa Ridge".) As his early autobiographical masterpiece
Desert Solitaire (1968) demonstrated, Abbey can convey the sublime quality of desert
life. Indeed, he is at his best when writing in this autobiographical mode because of his
intimate knowledge of both the floral and animal wildlife of the desert region.
On both levels, it should be added, Abbey's prose is as lean as it is mean. A prolific
writer (he has published five novels and four other works of non-fiction), it is
interesting and , I think, important, that Abbey has found an audience for his writing in
recent years. Since Abbey is a contrary critter, a true American individualist in the best
sense of the word , readers will be by turns stimulated, irritated, entertained, and
undoubtedly provoked by The Journey Home .
Bart Harloe, University of the Pacific
THE SPANISH ROYAL CORPS OF ENGINEERS IN THE WESTERN BORDERLANDS, Instrument of Bourbon Reform 1764 to 1815, by Janet R. Fireman .
(Glendale, The Arthur H. Clark Company, 1977. Spain in the West, XII. 250p., illus.,
appendices, bibliog., index. $16.95)
This book on the military contributions to the northern frontier of the Viceroyalty of
New Spain will be very well received by readers whose interests lie in that field. It goes
a long way to lay out the rationale, objectives, personalities, and contributions made by
the military in the Borderlands frontier, and the author has included excellent maps,
bibliography and indices along with a readable text very nicely printed.
The first of six chapters tells of the origin and organization of the Corps in 1711 , and
it analyzes the aim of the Spanish monarchy to strengthen the military power and
efficiency of the Crown in European and in colonial affairs. The appearance of
Ordinances in 1718, 1768, and 1803 is discussed, along with royal decrees that sought
to shape precise and well defined codes for the royal corps of engineers . .
Chapter Two treats the arrival of the corps in the Borderlands, pointing out that 1763
was a pivotal time after which their activity in the northern reaches of Mexico would be
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destined to increase in importance and in historical significance. King Charles III
looked to Lieutenant General Juan de Villalba y Angulo to introduce the Corps to New
Spain in 1764 for the purpose of strengthening the western Borderlands, although
during earlier years they already had served at Veracruz, Texas, Chihuahua, Santa Fe,
Arispe, Sinaloa, and related places. Two members of the royal engineers in particular,
Miguel Costanso and Francisco Fersen, are studied in satisfying detail as they worked
on the defense of mining communities and countered Indian unrest along the
northwestern margin of New Spain in the 1760's.
"Military Frontier Reorganization" in Chapter Three continues the analysis of
Spanish activities under the Marques de Rub! in his extensive survey of the northern
military frontier after 1764. Again, the author pursues the activities of a corps member,
Nicolas de Lafora, and shows the contribution of his plans, maps, identification of
developments along the mission-presidio-pueblo frontier, while Lafora contributed
heavily to the establishment of the Commandancy General of the Interior Provinces
under Rub!. Out of that activity the founding and defense of Alta California flows, and
the central role of Costanso and his subsequent distinction as advisor and expert on
Upper California is detailed. In that capacity he served as an advisor for the opening of
the Anza Trail, the harbor at San Bias, military defenses in Upper California and the
creation of the Villa de Branciforte in the 1790's, from 1770 to his death in New Spain
in 1814.
Two final chapters treat the Commandancy General of the Interior Provinces after
1776 and the decline of Corps activity when it remained mainly related to Apache
warfare as the Borderlands lost importance in the imperial schemes of the 1790's and
early 1800's. In the period to ahout 1785, however, the activities of two Corps officers
are presented, Manuel Agustin Mascaro and Jeronimo de Ia Rocha y Figueroa. The
section on the arrival of Juan Pagazaurtundua in 1787 is a worthwhile statement on the
only engineer in the northern provinces by that time.
This book makes a most significant effort to reconstruct the accomplishments of the
Royal Corps of Engineers as reflected in the careers and skills and talents of leading
engineers assigned to the Borderlands. Their reports, diaries, recommendations,
letters, and maps - documented and pysented in notes, eight excellent appendices
and a useful bibliography - all illustra,te with an interesting and readable style their
contribution to political, economic, social, and demographic knowledge, along with an
analysis of their military activities for the Spanish crown.
Walter A- Payne, University ofthe Pacific
MAN-MADE DISASTER, the story of St- Francis Dam, by Charles F . Outland.
(Glendale, Arthur H . Clark Co., 1977. Western Lands and Waters Series III. 27Sp.,
illus., ports., diagrs., bibliog ., index. $15.75)
This new edition is truly revised over the author's first efforts. It has more
illustrations, new material and is better organized and written.
Charles Outland spent years in researching and writing this book. His home is in
Santa Paula, which was in the path ofthe flood, and he is familiar with the events from
personal observation and has interviewed many people affected by this greatest of
California tragedies.
In researching the first edition he found difficulty and frustration in obtaining access
to many of the records in the Los Angeles archives . Some of the assumptions he made
then he has been able to prove in this edition .
The tragedy occurred when a large 185 foot concrete dam broke suddenly at .both
ends on the night of March 12, 1928. The reservoir was located in the narrow San
Francisquito Canyon and the ensuing flood killed 450 people and destroyed over 10
million_ dollars in agricultural crops. The collapse of the dam was due to po01
engineering judgment. Outland brings out that the famous engineer, William
Mulholland, of the Los Angeles Department of Water Power, assumed the full
responsibility for building the dam across an old earthquake fault. Mulholland had
built the Owens Valley - Los Angeles aquaduct in 1908-13 and the St. Francis Reservoir
was a part of the total project. The failure of the dam added yet another chapter to that
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tragic story, sometimes called California's little Civil War.
The publishing of this revised edition of Man-Made Disaster is timely because this
year is the fiftieth anniversary ofthe dam collapse . It is a fascinating book even though
tragic, and should be read by everyone interested in California history.
R. Coke Wood, University of the Pacific
TRAGIC TRAIN: "The City of San Francisco," by Don DeNevi (Seattle, Superior
Publishing Company, 1977. 188p., illus., ports., facsim s , sketch maps, appendices.
$14.65)
Typical volumes of railroadiana are laden with numerous photographs of
locomotives, rolling stock and wayside buildings, all carefully identified and
supplemented by a text designed to offer the avid fan hours of delightful perusal and
study. DeNevi's book surprises the armchair engineer with an unorthodox mixture of
genres by coupling a traditional train story to the motive power of a detective novel.
The book limits its field to a marvelous name train, the ill-fated "City of San
Francisco," and its frightful derailment in 1939 at the hands of as yet unidentified
saboteurs. The detailed account ofthe train, its sudden destruction and the detectives'
unrelenting quest for clues to the identity of the perpetrators makes interesting
reading, and many clear photographs, maps and drawings supplement the text.
De Nevi approaches his research with accuracy and thoroughness worthy of the railroad
detectives to whom the book is a tribute . Only when the author adds humanizing detail
to events leading up to the wreck do occasional inconsistencies trouble the otherwise
well-written narrative. "Tragic Train" offers a fascinating case study for students of
both railroad and criminal history.
Patrick O'Bryon, University of the Pacific

CHINATOWN'S ANGRY ANGEL, the Story of Donaldina Cameron, by Mildred Crowl
Martin (Palo Alto, CA, Pacific Books, 1977. 308p., preface, illus., ports., bibliog. ,
index. $12.50)
Donald ina Cameron was known as "Lo Mo" , the "Mother", but her other
Cantonese name was "Fahn Quai" or "White Devil". She was both the goddess of
mercy and the Angel of Chinatown.
In 1895, when Chinese men outnumbered Chinese women about twenty to one,
thousands of girls from China were smuggled into California. San Francisco, the
largest Chinese settlement outside the Orient, attracted most of these immigrants, and
traffic in girls was as great as the traffic in opium.
When Donaldina Cameron came to San Francisco's Chinatown in 1895 to teach
sewing for a year in the Presbyterian Home for Girls, she discovered orphaned children
and many slave girls who had been in the "yellow slave trade." The buying and selling
of young girls so angered her that she decided to stay on in San Francisco to destroy
the evil.
Miss Cameron was a courageous and gentle woman born in New Zealand in 1869.
She became greatly admired by the San Francisco Police Department for her efforts in
rescuing young Chinese girls from a life of prostitution. She outwitted fighting tongs
and knew every alley, roof and cellar in Chinatown in order to lead rescue parties of
police to free illegally held women or girls.
She did not overlook young boys, either. She encouraged the Reverend Charles
Shepherd, a former missionary to China and Director of the Chinese Mission in the
United States for the American Baptist Home Mission Society, to establish an East Bay
home for them .
Until her death at the age of ninety-eight, Donaldina Mackenzie Cameron continued
to love and teach the Chinese women whom she had rescued .
Mildred Crowl Martin of Palo Alto has written a fine biography of the "Angry
Angel" and the photographs are an outstanding addition to this nicely printed and
beautifully bound book.
Martha Seffer O'Bryon, editor Pacific Historian University of the Pacific
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The pathway leading through the trees up to the House of Happy Walls.

HOMAGE TO JACK LONDON:
The House of Happy Wails
by SalNoto

There is always a sweet tinge of excitement that whips through me
whenever I find myself driving up that narrow, winding road in
Sonoma County that leads from Glen Ellen to the Jack London State
Historical Park. It is as though time has stood still for sixty years, and
except for a few new buildings and paved roads in the area, not much
has changed since the days when Jack himself could be seen sitting in
his horse-drawn rig, reins in hand, bouncing down the ranch road into
the village.
Glen Ellen's most famous resident may be gone now, but his
Beauty Ranch, which is adjacent to the park, is still very much alive
and productive. The forty-two acre parcel of land, which has been
preserved as the state park, offers an opportunity for a look back at a
fascinating era of our literary heritage - the period just after the turn
of the century.
We can be thankful to the late Irving Shepard (London's nephew
and heir to the estate) who made it possible for the state of California
to acquire this piece of rolling, wooded hill country containing the
ruins of Jack London's Wolf House, his grave site, and the House of
Happy Walls .

Built during a three year period (1919-1922) after Jack London's
death, by his wife, Charmian, the House of Happy Walls approaches
Wolf House in style, but lacks the rough-hewn grandeur of Jack's
dream house. It was built as a memorial, and in her own words as "an
expression of myself, and its ultimate purpose is that of a museum to
Jack London and myself."
Charmian lived in the house for only a short time after it was
completed, and it remained unoccupied for twelve years. But in 1935,
Happy Walls became her home once again. She resided there until
1948, and spent the final years of her life with relatives nearby on the
Beauty Ranch. She died in 1955 at the age of eighty-four in the same
cottage she once shared with Jack.
The House of Happy Wails is an imposing, two-storied structure
with stone walls, perched half-hidden upon a wooded knoll
overlooking Jack London's beloved Valley of the Moon. Live oak,
madrone, and red-berried toyon abound in the area and form a
protective archway of foliage over the path that leads from the
parking grounds to the building.
To the casual observer, the exhibit within the two large rooms
where most of the material is on display might appear to be
unimpressive. But the perceptive individual who invests the time,
looks deep, and reads the fine print and the bold will see a wealth of
London memorabilia reflecting the life and times of one of America's
most talented writers. Charmian's wish has become a reality in this
intimate and informative monument.
In a small, glass-partioned alcove on the first floor are most of the
furnishings that once filled Jack London's study. There is a large
roll-top desk with Jack's Baden-Powell hat and a pair of gloves
resting on top, rows of files that once held hundreds of notes and
clippings for stories, articles, and essays; a portable typewriter, the
dictaphone into which he dictated much of his vast correspondence,
and a bust of Abraham Lincoln . Remnants from the London's
two-masted ketch, the Snark, such as the ship's bell, chronometer,
and barometer are also on display.
On the surrounding walls are a number of original drawings and
paintings for the illustrations that were included in several of
London's books . Among others there are classic scenes from The Sea
Wolf, The Call of the Wild, and The Valley of the Moon . What a price
those originals would bring at an auction today!
On the opposite side of the first floor are architectural sketches and
plans for the Londons' home that was designed to stand for a
thousand years, the ill-fated Wolf House. It was destroyed by fire of
unknown origin on August 22, 1913, just two weeks before
completion . A few relics of this shattered dream are displayed in a
glass case; charred redwood fragments from the beams, chips of red
volcanic field stone from the masonary walls, and a fractured piece of
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the red-tiled roof. Except for the stone walls of Wolf House which still
stand about a half mile away, and a few photographs, these are the
only remains of Jack and Charmian's "best laid plans."
Another display is devoted to the London's twenty-seven month
cruise in the South Pacific on the Snark. Several accounts of the
voyage evolved from their Pacific crossing. Jack's articles about the
trip were serialized in "Cosmopolitan" magazine and later published
in 1911 by Macmillan in a handsome volume entitled The Cruise of
the Snark. This book plus Charmian's records of the voyage, an
embellished account of the ship's log, are on exhibit.
Martin Johnson (who later achieved prominence as a world traveler
and photographer with his wife, Osa) was only a teen-aged youth
living in Kansas when he was invited to serve as cook aboard the
Snark. It was one of the wisest decisions London ever made. The
young man proved to be one of the most faithful and valuable crew
members on a voyage filled with mishap and adventure. In 1913,
Martin wrote Through the South Seas with Jack London, a moving
tribute to the trip and its skipper. The first copy to reach the youthful
adventurer's hands was immediately inscribed and sent off in the
mail to the Lon dons. The book is now on display, and the inscription
reads as follows:
Dear Jack & Charmian: Once upon a time I received a telegram reading "Can you cook? Also take trick at wheel, salary
twenty-five dollars a month."
This telegram changed the wbole course of my life and
made the writing of this book possible, and has made
possible everything I have done since then.
Believe me I am glad to send you the first copy received
from the publishers .
Sincerely yours on the "Snark"
Martin JohnsolJ
November 21 - 1913
Aside from scholars and devotees, few people are aware that Jack
London served as a newspaper correspondent and covered a number
of dramatic events. Most notable of these was his role as Hearst
correspondent for the San Francisco Examiner in 1904. London was
assigned to cover the Russo-Japanese War, a conflict over the
possession of Manchuria.
Jack had celebrated his twenty-eighth birthday less than two weeks
before he dissembarked from the liner, S.S. Siberia, at Yokahama,
Japan, in January. He was on his way to the war - or so he thought.
He was one of the youngest members among a throng of English and
American correspondents assigned from other syndicates, all eager

3

to reach the Korean-Manchurian border where hostilities were
expected to begin . But there was an unexpected obstacle awaiting
them. The Japanese government was not anxious to permit foreign
correspondents at the front . To placate and stall the newsmen, the
Japanese honored them with numerous banquets, took the men on
tours, and generally treated them like visiting dignitaries - anything
to divert their attention from the impending conflict. London,
however, did not want to be entertained. He had been assigned to·
cover a war and was determined to do just that.
Within a few days, he managed to steal away unnoticed and make
his way via steamer and chartered native fishing junk to the
southwestern coast of Korea. Here, he organized his own entourage,
complete with pack horses, interpreter, and a native aide, and
planned to accompany Japanese troops bound for the war zone . But
he soon discovered he had not escaped the harassment and
restrictions that had plagued him earlier. The Japanese military
machine continued to stifle any attempts he made to get to the front.
Later, he was assigned to a Japanese unit for a short time, but except
for witnessing a minor skirmish between a Russian scouting unit and
the Japanese, and the battle of the Yalu River from behind the walled
city of Wiju, he was never able to reach the heart of the fighting. A
letter to his poet-friend, George Sterling, reflects- his state of mind at
this time. In part it reads:
"00. I am clean disgusted. My work is rotten. I know it, but so circumscribed am I, so
hedged about with restrictions, that I see little, hear but little more (and that
unsatisfactory and ofttimes contradictory), and in no way can manage to get in intimate
touch with officers or men. I am an outsider, pent in one portion of the machine and
from that restricted view watching the machine work. The result: rot!. 00"

Jack was overly harsh with the work he had produced. Even though
he had managed to push further north than any correspondent, he
wasn't able to report the real fighting . But during the five month
period from February through June, he managed to send at least
nineteen dispatches, most of them vivid accounts of behind-the-line
scenes describing the grim effects of war upon the civilian population
and troops alike. His dispatches headlined the Hearst newspapers
with such captions as "Over the Pekin Road on the way to the Yalu,"
"The Suffering of the Japanese," and "Japanese Supplies Rushed to
the Front by Man and Beast.'' In addition, he also sent hundreds of
photographs he had taken, many of which were the first to reach an
American press.
Jack's frustrations with the uncompromising officials went beyond
the denial of access to the front lines. During his sojourn in the
Orient, he was arrested three times, accused of being a Russian spy,
had his camera confiscated on one occasion, and was even threatened
with a court martial. He came close to being placed before a firing
squad and creating an international incident during his last arrest.
Fortunately, his fellow correspondent, Richard Harding Davis, (who
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Inside Happy Walls. The visitors are looking at sketches and plans of Jack London's
Wolf House.

was still being entertained in Tokyo), received word of London's
plight. Davis quickly cabled President Theodore Roosevelt, who in
turn promptly issued an angry protestation to Japan demanding the
release of the young American author. Jack was duly released.
One of Jack's dispatches, which appears on the yellowed front page
ofthe San Francisco Examiner, can be seen at Happy Walls. His 3-A
Kodak camera with a well worn case, correspondent's pass, and
ironically, a medal from the Japanese for his participation as a
correspondent with the field army are also on display.
Of course, a visit to the House of Happy Walls would be incomplete
without a look at some of the books that Jack himself wrote. Recently,
the state acquired the Holman collection of Jack London material,
which included a set of first editions - all fifty of London's books,
from The Son of the Wolf to Dutch Courage . The books now stand
upright within a glass case arranged chronologically in a tight,
semi-circle. One day, hopefully, they will be displayed in their
entirety to allow a first hand look at the attractive and colorful way
that books were published during London's lifetime .
Nearby are the original proof sheets of Jack's posthumously
published novel , Hearts of Three, along with several of his early
rejection slips. There is also an original letter of enquiry to an editor
from the fledgling writer dated Sept. 17, 1898. In it, young Jack tells
about the merits of an article he has written which describes his raft
trip from Dawson to St . Michaels during the latter part of his stay in
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The hronze plaque laid within the stone walls near the entrance.

the Klondike (this is the first letter that appears in the fascinating
volume, Letters from Jack London, compiled by King Hendricks and
Irving Shepard). On the bottom of the letter, the editor has scribbled
a hasty note indicating that he cannot use the article due to the
waning interest in Alaska. But young London was not about to let this
deter him - he was indefatigable in almost everything he undertook.
He persisted and eventually sold the article to a newspaper, the
Buffalo Express . They published it under the title, "From Dawson to
the Sea," on June 4, 1899. Still later, this marvelously vivid account
of a twenty-one year old gold-seeker's trip down the Yukon River was
included in the fine anthology, Jack London's Tales of Adventure .
Foreign translations, which are displayed upstairs, are well
represented with more than twenty international editions from the
works of Jack London . It is an impressive selection from the
sixty-eight languages into which his writings have been translated.
It may not come as a surprise, but like many writers, London was
also an omniverous reader. Although most of his private library is
now deposited at the Huntington Library in San Marino, Califoria, a
small portion of it can be seen at Happy Walls.
Jack was constantly keeping abreast of the fictional and
non-fictional works of his contemporaries. He was a great admirer of
Rudyard Kipling and Joseph Conrad, and copies of Captain's
Courageous and Typhoon can be seen . Booth Tarkington's, The
Gentleman from Indiana, Thomas Huxley's, Man's Place in Nature,
and a little volume by Frank Norris entitled, The Joyous Miracle,
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represents a small sample of London's reading.
In addition, a new dimension was added to his library in 1911. At
this time, the development of the Beauty Ranch into a workable and
self-sufficient entity became a primary goal and inspiration to Jack.
Naturally, he turned to "the books." He devoured works on the
subjects of scientific agriculture and animal husbandry; volumes with
such diverse titles as Irrigation Farming, Creamery Butter-Making,
Types and Classes of Livestock, and The Farmer of Tomorrow are
on display.
His interest and quest for knowledge on any subject went beyond
books as a source of information. If experts were available, he
contacted them personally. On several occasions Jack made the trip
to nearby Santa Rosa for horticultural advice from the eminent plant
wizard, Luther Burbank . A photograph of the two men taken during
one of the visits is on display.
Life was never dull on the Beauty Ranch, and when Jack was home,
he was a very busy man. He usually awoke early (about 5:00 A.M.),
wrote his daily stint of 1000 words before noon, acted as overseer of
the various ranch activities, conducted business with his publishers
and business agents, entertained a continual array of guests in the
afternoons and evenings when time permitted, and still found time to
respond to the thousands of letters he received each year.
There is one letter on display which never fails to amuse me.
Evidently, it was a reply to one of Jack's socialist acquaintances but this is only conjecture. Penciled in London's bold, characteristic
scrawl is the following:
Dear Comrade I can't read your letter. I've wasted twenty minutes,
ruined my eyesight, & lost my temper, and I can't make
out what you have written. Try it over again & more
legibly.
Sincerely yours,
Jack London
P.S. I can't even make out your name.
The tone of this amusing letter may appear to be mildly intolerant.
But the fact that he took time to respond to a letter he couldn't even
decipher shows an unusual blend of concern and sincerity . Such
was his nature .
If there is a haunting spectre of this man within Happy Walls, it is
only fitting that it should be so . For Jack London was a legend in his
own time, and myth and the legend have continued to grow. He was a
highly complex person, and perhaps this is why anything
approaching the definitive biography has yet to be written. He left a
mountain of material to posterity, but has continued to elude those
who have gone in search of him .
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The portico extending from the south wall where Charmian greeted many a visitor.

Yet he was a gifted writer who produced an impressive and diverse
body of literature - some of it touched with genius . And though he
may have sacrificed artistic integrity for the sake of quantity at times
(he would have been the first to admit this), he always told a
fascinating story with conviction. Above all he was sincere and never
shirked from the truth. A visit to the House of Happy Walls will at
least give you an intriguing glimpse at one of America's most prolific
and colorful authors . At most it will give you an intimate look at the
man and his times.

8

The drawings of Wolf House on display at the House of Happy Walls.
Photos by James O'Bryon
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LETTERS FROM JOAN LONDON
by
Dale L. Walker

Tony Bubka, the fine Jack London scholar in Berkeley, wrote me a
postcard on January 19, 1971: "Dale, Joan died last night at the
Kaiser Hospital in Oakland. Her doctor said it best: 'Joan now is safe
at sea.' ''
The blow was not diminished by the fact that I saw it coming. Joan
had written me in some detail about her cancer, first discovered by
biopsy in mid-November, 1968. She wrote of the decision that there
would be no surgery and of the long series of radioactive cobalt
treatments she was undergoing. These were brave letters, containing
no hint of self-pity; always warm, enthusiastic and hopeful.
Occasionally there appeared in them a hint of quiet exasperation. She
had launched into research on William Henry Chaney, Jack London's
putative father (she hadn't the slightest doubt Chaney was Jack's
father and her grandfather), and too she was working on a book about
Jack London and his daughters. The cobalt treatments were making
her ill and she could not get back to work. As she had told her doctors
early in 1970: "I have a book to write and I want at least a year."
They had assured her, "You'll have that easily."
They came close .
Tony Hubka's note withered me as much as if some member of my
own family had died. Yet, in fact, I was a Johnny-come-lately among
Joan's circle of acquaintances and correspondents: I had spent two
days with her in Seattle in November, 1966, and had a fairly regular
exchange of letters with her until October, 1970. But to this day I
cultivate the notion that I established some kind of extraordinary
rapport with Joan London. It makes no difference that I am equally
certain that everyone else who came into contact with her feels the
same. She had a wonderful natural quality that way.
We did seem to hit it off when we met. The occasion was the 50th
anniversary of Jack's death, November 22, 1966, and the
commemorative meeting was held at the Suzzallo Library at the
University of Washington in Seattle, sponsored by the University's
Libraries and Department of English and by Mr. and Mrs. George
Tweney of Seattle . Tweney, the eminent London collector and
bibliographer, put the meeting together, had a beautiful display of
rare Jack London materials from his own collection on exhibit, had
the programs printed, and was responsible for bringing Joan London
there as Guest of Honor.
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George Tweney and Joan London - Seattle, Washington, November 22, 1966_

I had the good fortune to be invited by George Tweney to be his
houseguest, along with Joan, for the November 21 -23 period.
Joan made a perfectly charming and evocative speech at the
meeting on the University campus the night of November 22, reading
from Jack's letters to Cloudesley Johns - the young aspiring writer
who wrote the first "fan letter" Jack ever received - and bringing
her father to life to an engrossed audience of 150 people, all of whom
sought her out afterward to express their delight at her portrayal of
her father.
At George Tweney's home on Marineview Drive, logs crackling in
the fireplace, good Napa Valley wines being sipped (Joan had
bourbon and milk, a concoction one does not forget), the talk
continued into the early morning hours and although I can't speak for
George beyond this (he knew her long before I did), it is safe to say
we were completely captivated by Joan London. We picked each
others' brains with equanimity - she was as impressed with what we
knew, felt and thought, as we were with her sensitive and thorough
grasp of her father's life and work and her love for him and his
memory. She had read everything and we had read everything and
anything we couldn't pin down precisely, we fetched from George's
magnificent collection.
I remember saying, at one point when we got into the almost
obligatory discussion of which of Jack's stories we liked best, that I
thought it inexplicable that "War" and "Like Argus of the Ancient
Times" were not anthologized more often.
"If I could put together my own collection of Jack's stories, I
wouldn't hesitate to place these alongside 'To Build a Fire' and 'All
Gold Canyon,' " I said.
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Joan leaned toward me with a genuinely surprised smile: "My
God, Dale, I haven't heard those stories mentioned in years! I love
them both! What a wonderful thing that you should love them too!"
Coming from any other person, this reaction might have had a
leaden ring - a politeness among strangers . From Joan, there could
be no question of its authenticity." (She did have a quality of the
theatrical but it was lovely and muted - Minnie Maddern Fiske was
an ancestor, after all , and Joan had performed in college dramatics .)
I knew a little about her life and career before I met her, of course:
Jack and Bess Maddern's first child, born in 1901; graduate of the
University of California at Berkeley (Phi Beta Kappa, 1921); a writer
since the 1920's, active in California labor union work from the '30's
(she began work, I learned later, as a writer for The Voice of the
Federation, official organ of the Maritime Federation of the Pacific,
and in 1941 became publications editor and research librarian for the
California Labor Federation, retiring in 1962); married to writer Park
Abbott, later to Charles Malamuth, foreign correspondent for United
Press International (with whom she traveled to Russia in the '30's),
and lastly to Charles L. Miller, who died of cancer only six months
before Joan.
I knew her Jack London and His Times (1939) quite well, too, and
took my copy to Seattle for her to inscribe. She wrote in it:
... he will remain significant to all who respond to his challenge: 'Be alive! Be positive!
Take sides!' And to all who are striving to realize the social ideals whose enunciation
was Jack London's most sincere and greatest achievement. Joan London - for Dale
Walker, on a happy occasion, Seattle, November 22, 1966.

(And, in 1968, when the University of Washington Press reissued
her biography of her father, she inscribed my copy: "For Dale
Walker: The final sentences in the biography and in the introduction,
written nearly thirty years later, explain why, today, a half-century
after his death, he is being read by people all over the world, and
why, more· than ever, I am proud to be Jack Lon.don's daughter and
his biographer. Remembering a wonderful weekend in Seattle, and
good talk, and friendships that will endure ... What incredible good
fortune! Affectionately, Joan London, Pleasant Hill, July 24, 1968.")
We also talked at length about her interest in writing a book about
her father as a father to her and her sister Bess, and another on
William Henry Chaney - a biography that would depict him as she
was beginning to envision him: a pioneer astrologer and among the
most important figures in the development of that "science" in
America. She spoke of contacting Gavin Arthur, the San Francisco
astrologer (and grandson of President Chester A. Arthur), perhaps to
collaborate on the Chaney book. She expressed hope then - and later
- that one day she would also write something on her beloved
Honore de Balzac.
Inevitably our conversation drifted to the other biographies of her
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father - those of Charmian London, Irving Stone, and Richard
O'Connor. Joan had little use for any of them although she
acknowledged the undeniable value of Charmian's detailed,
letter-filled, two-volume effusion and agreed, somewhat sadly, that
Stone's Sailor on Horseback was destined to continue to be THE
popular book on her father.
The name Richard O'Connor struck sparks. I had debated to myself
the timing of my comment to her that O'Connor and I were, at that
very moment, completing a collaboration on a biography of John
Reed, the Oregon-born radical , writer and war correspondent author of Ten Days That Shook the World, buried (like "Big Bill"
Haywood) in the Kremlin Wall. Harcourt Brace & World was our
publisher and the manuscript was due to them in another couple of
months and was nearly complete. I casually threw this into the
conversation at what I considered a good opening. It worked out fine.
Joan, to begin with, reacted with her feelings about Reed: a hero of
hers whose story (as told by what was then his only other biographer,
Granville Hicks) always brought tears to her eyes. "How are you two
going to handle it?" she asked, and beneath the question lurked her
fear, I believe, that O'Connor and I were going to sensationalize
Reed's story (a sensational enough story of its own, it has never
required extra flourishes) and that we would not show enough respect
and sensitivity to him and his martyrdom. I assured Joan that we
were writing a farily straight-forward account of his life and career,
that what we wrote was being based on good research - even his
notorious love-affairs, the one with Mabel Dodge Luhan in particular
- and that we hoped she would like the book.
There was not much else I could say for I felt certain she would, in
fact, not like the book. For one thing, O'Connor and I were convinced,
after reading everything we could find , that Reed was disillusioned
with his communism at the end of his life and very likely would have
thrown it off had he survived the typhus that killed him on October
17, 1920.
(Our viewpoint on this matter was given, to say the least, short
shrift in 1975 when Robert A. Rosenstone's Romantic Revolutionary:
A Biography of John Reed was published . In his bibliography,
Rosenstone compared the O'Connor-Walker effort, The Lost
Revolutionary, to Granville Hicks' earlier book and wrote: "Much
less satisfactory is Richard O'Connor and Dale L. Walker ... which
exhibits slipshod research and the Cold War mentality of the authors
who are obviously embarrassed by Reed's genuine radical
commitments ." Compared to Rosenstone's, our research was
slipshod, but we were not embarrassed over Reed's radical
"commitments" - we simply found ample evidence that these
commitments were faltering seriously as he lay dying . In any event,
Joan - to whom Reed was a hero - liked our book, as will be seen.
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From what I knew of her, she would not have hesitated to say
otherwise if she had felt it.)
On the matter of Dick O'Connor's Jack London: A Biography ,
which Little, Brown, had published in 1964, Joan was explicit: She
hated it and thought O'Connor's "proclivity for sensation" ruined it
beyond repair. She remembered O'Connor fondly, she said, and had
no ill feelings about him personally and felt he was handicapped in
not being permitted access to the London holdings in the Huntington
Library. '' But I never had access to them either!''* she said pointedly.
The following selections are from Joan London ' s letters to me
between December, 1966, and October, 1970. I have excerpted what I
believe are the most salient, interesting- and perhaps valuable - of
her observations. It was no easy task to pry portions out of her letters.
Joan London was a model epistolarian, her letters all publishable thoughtful , intelligent, flawlessly written, revealing, probing.
It was an honor for me to receive each one and I have treasured all
of them from the first I received, on December 3, 1966 from her
Pleasant Hill, California, address:
... I'll certainly keep in touch with you about the various projects I'd like to see
underway before I do the Jack London and his daughters book. A couple of days ago I
mailed a long letter to Gavin Arthur, the astrologer-grandson of President Chester
Arthur whom I mentioned to you and George, on my proposal to reprint the Chaney
writings in a small book, together with a foreword by me giving the London-Chaney
connection and another , hopefully by Arthur , on Chaney's contribution to American
astrology. I wonder what he 'll say .. .
While I think of it: if you ever get a chance to meet up with Eugene Nelson (the
principal organizer of the farm workers in Texas, and author ofHuelga, the story of the
first few months of the Delano grape strike - a beautiful book), don't fail to go out of
your way to see him . Tell him , of course, that I have urged you to do this , but it isn't
really necessary. Just utter the magic name, Jack London. Gene idolizes Jack London.

On January 4, 1967, Joan wrote me:
... Gavin Arthur's response to my letter was enthusiastic. I spent all of an afternoon
with him shortly before Christmas. He is proud to have been asked to write a foreword;
Chaney has always been one of his "heroes"; and when Marc Edmund Jones (the
"dean " of American astrologers) was visiting him a few years ago, they talked a long
time about Chaney , the "father of modem American astrology ," and , in his day, the
only "genuine" astrologer in America, except for Dr. Luke Broughton , with whom
Chaney studied his "idolized , sublime science. " Arthur has written to Dr. (Ph.D .)
Jones for suggestions about a publisher; Jones, it appears , has his own publishing
firm , and it would be wonderful if he decided to publish the Chaney book ...
We have been having a miserably cold and dreary spell of winter days - frosted
lawns and roofs almost every morning, the bird bath frozen over, so that the little birds
skate around on it helplessly seeking water; gray fog that seldom lifts, sometimes
briefly, thin, cold sunshine for a few afternoon hours, and a thermometer that moves
between 28 and 45 at best. Rain is at least predicted for tonight, maybe, and almost
certainly for tomorrow. It will not only be warmer then, but I like rain .. .
Franklin Walker sent me an inscribed copy of his book on my father in Alaska. 1 I
find it excellent! He makes wonderful use of materials which I, of course, have never
seen .* Do get it.
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In the course of preparing an article on Jack for the journal
published at the University of Texas at Arlington, American Literary
Realism, 1870-1910' , I posed a few questions to Joan on the existing
biographies of her father and on scholarly treatments she would like
to see written. She covered these , and much more, in a long letter on
January 26, 1967:
None of the biographies remotely approach definitiveness ... I hope that some day
soon an ultra-competent biographer will do the job. But what a task! A psychoanalytic
study could not do it, but what enormous assistance it would be to that biographer!
Balzac went without a definitive biography for more than a century after his death, and
perhaps still does. The recent one by Andre Maurois has been acclaimed as
definitive, but ...
I wish I had been permitted to see the letters, diaries, etc., in the Huntington Library
and those still at the ranch during Charmian's lifetime,* for actually, I am very hazy
about details of my father's personal life. Franklin Walker ' s book is the fine job it is
because he has seen all these materials ...
There is one book about Jack London I have longed for years to have someone write:
a psychoanalytic study of that confused, confusing and contradictory man , Jack
London, by a psychiatrist who can write. I thought about it again the other day when I
read a brief review of Friendship and Fratricide by Meyer A. Zeligs, M.D. - an
analysis of Whittaker Chambers and Alger Hiss -just published.

(One cannot but pause to wonder what Joan would have thought of
Andrew Sinclair's pseudo-psychoanalytic catalog of miseries, Jack 3
Sinclair is a superb writer. In my opinion, Joan would have loved
the book.)
And here is another idea: a critical study, probably. In my father's letters to
Cloudesley Johns in 1899 and 1900, his plaint, "I cannot originate," recurs several
times. Later, accusations of plagiarism against him were frequent. I ran a couple of
them down - " Love of Life," for instance. In this story he had taken over, practically
intact, not only the "story line" of the original article, but many of the details, and then
wrote a magnificent story totally unlike the original.' Did he, I wonder,
overemphasize the importance of "originality," or was his understanding of
"originality" an impossbily strict one? Peculiarly his own? And did his unhappiness
over what he felt was a serious lack in him contribute to his ultimate disgust with and
even hatred of writing for a living, evident in later letters and interviews?
.. . I think that perhaps he bought more plots than we know about, not only those
from Sinclair Lewis and George Sterling. Oh , the poor guy, so frantically driven by the
compulsion to make more and more money , to live on an ever more grandiose scale! If
only he could have accepted a simpler way of life as philosophically as Chaney accepted
his grinding poverty. Of course, for some time, Chaney also wanted very much to "get
rich, " but he soon realized that the principles he fought for got in the way, and the
principles prevailed ...

Joan's work on the life of William Henry Chaney continued forward
and the more she learned, the more enthusiastic she became to write
something about the Maine-born astrologer.
Now abut my foreword to the Chaney book: I want to fill out the portrait of Chaney as
part of the 19th century protest movement on behalf of the "common man," placing
him in the historical context in a little more detail than I could in the 2,000-word
article. ' In addition , I have some hope of finding new material in Chaney's writings
which I have not yet seen - Astrological Definitions, published in 1872, Chaney's
Annual and Chaney's Ephemeris, both published the same year as the Primer and The

*Ed. note
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Astrologer's Vade Mecum, edited by Professor F. Lawson Hall, published in 1902 all in the Library of Congress and part of the Houdini Collection. All of these may, of
course, be wholly devoted to astrology, but I'm counting on that Chaney
autobiographical urge to erupt irrepressibly in these, as it did throughout the Primer.
There are also several articles on the Northwest written by him in the 1880's (I haven't
the reference handy), which appeared in a magazine published in Portland, Oregon.
This may entail a trip to Portland, of course, if I can't arrange it by mail or xerox.
Finally. there is the file of the magazine, Common Sense: A Journal of Live Ideas,
which was published weekly in San Francisco from May 16, 1874 through June 5, 1875.
Chaney wrote regularly for this magazine for most of its brief life. I have seen a few
issues. Not all the articles were on astrology. I remember one in particular in which he
set forth very modern ideas on prison reform. I understand there is a complete ftle in
the Huntington Library; there are incomplete files in the San Francisco Public Library
and the University of California Main Library; and I shall check the Sutro Library in San
Francisco and the Bancroft at U.S.C.
But I'm not even going to make a start on any ofthis until there's a firm commitment
from somewhere . I promise to let you know, however, the minute something develops
and I can start moving ..
A note from Tony Bubka yesterday, together with a copy of Man's Magazine for
February. 1967, containing another of the purely fictional, sensational stories about
Jack London which have been appearing in such magazines from time to time during
the past few years. This one is entitled "Before I Die, I'll Have 1,000 Women!",
written by one Roger Weston - whoever he may be. I'm tempted to write (but
probably won't) to Richard O'Connor and say: "Now do you understand why I deplored
your emphasis on sex in your biography of Jack London?"

In my American Literary Realism piece I had used the word
"footloose" to describe Chaney and Joan took light issue with it Chaney was much on her mind. She also answered my question about
when she had learned of Chaney to begin with, in a letter on
March 16, 1967:
A propos of Sailor on Horseback 6 and the Chaney paternity story which Stone
revealed: I had known it since I was twelve years old - thanks to my father asking my
mother to tell Bess and me about it. Even when Stone wrote his account, I knew a great
deal more of the story than my father or mother, and certainly Stone, did ...
I am not happy, of course, about your adjective "footloose" in relation to Chaney, in
the last paragraph on page 6. Despite its dictionary definition (free to go or travel
about; not confined by responsibilities), this word has become a "value word, " with an
implication of irresponsibility. Chaney did spend several uninterrupted years in a
number of cities; when he moved it was for definite reasons in pursuance of definite
plans. In this , I am sure, he was like many Americans of his time, who sought more
favorable environments for their hopes and ambitions in a period when the frontier was
moving swiftly to the west and southwest, industry was growing by leaps and bounds,
the status of Jefferson's " common man" was diminishing, the schism between the
haves and have-nots was widening, and the rapid development of railroad lines made
long journeys possible and not prohibitively expensive. Oh, how dearly I would love to
do that work on Chaney you refer to - even though I am at best a good researcher and
not a scholar! I'm going to make a stab at it, anyway. George [Tweney] sent me the
xerox copies of Chaney's Primer a couple of weeks ago, and as soon as the farm worker
book 7 is off my hands (please God, soon!), I shall dig into the Chaney story and
background. At the very least, I hope , my account may inspire others to seek and find
the dark places from which no information has yet turned up. Why, I wonder, am I so
fond of that old curmudgeon!
I am, of course, going to do the Jack London and his daughters book as well. Perhaps
when I get a draft done, you might be good enough to read it; I shall value your opinion
and suggestions.
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The ''farm worker book,'' written in collaboration with sociologist
Henry Anderson, was entitled So Shall Ye Reap and was, in the words
of one reviewer; "the culmination of Joan London's work as a warrior
for labor." 8 The book is a history of California farm labor from the
days of the first Indian workers through the 1913 Wheatland riots to
the present-day activities of Cesar Chavez and his migrant workers.
On March 22, 1967, Joan continued her report on her Chaney work:
It's okay about "footloose" Chaney. (I think I've become overly "protective" of
him!) After I wrote you. upholding a "responsible" Chaney, I came across this in his
Primer, written probably in 1889 or 1890: "I am a restless, unsettled person ever ready
to move, and make changes.'' And a propos of having ''long since given up politics and
religion," he wrote, also in the Primer: " ... now (I am) simply a detested astrologer,
and wondering what I shall be at the next change." - Which certainly casts doubt on
the permanence of his belief in and devotion to his "idolized, sublime science." I hope
to explore this when I can.
..,
Right now, lacking data in the Primer, I am researching the period and the places
where Chaney lived and worked, in the hope of, not finding answers but the possibility
of making fair guesses to such questions as: Why did he decide to study law? What
drew him successively to the Whig, Democratic, and Native American (Know-Nothing)
parties? It's exasperating but fun, nevertheless . All ofthese parties, as they developed
with the changing times and/or reflected purely local sentiments, had some principles
and policies in common. The trick is to find these and try to fit them to what little I
know or can guess of Chaney's ideas and sentiments, which, like those of the political
parties, changed and reflected local sentiments, and might very well have also been
influenced by his early years in Maine and by his family's Revolutionary War and
Shay's Rebellion traditions. Wish me luck!

Like a Sherlock Holmes, Joan's facile mind bent to the task of
making something ofthe Chaney material - the paucity of it being a
hindrance but not an insurmountable one. She demonstrated a
superb ability as a researcher (something never in doubt) with a keen
deductive sense . On April 2, 1967, she wrote :
My search for answers on Chaney has gone unexpectedly well - so far. I'm using
something like free association at times, and always run down every hint I find in
whatever I am checking out. A lot of this leads to dead ends, but there are some
gratifying results.
I have found out, for instance, the probable source of Chaney's first interest in
astronomy. Do you remember that he was an excellent astronomer as well as
mathematician? A zigzag course brought me finally to the great New England
mathematician, Nathaniel Bowditch, whose New American Practical Navigator,
published in 1802 (when he was 29 years old) and frequently revised thereafter, filled a
desperate need. VanWyck Brooks said that this book "saved countless lives and made
American ships the swiftest that have ever sailed.'' It is credited with making possible
the astounding achievements of the Yankee Clippers, and, amazingly, is still in use or
has been until fairly recently.
Chaney sailed on Yankee fishing boats, 1837-39. Given his hunger for knowledge,
and his gift for mathematics, which must have manifested itself during whatever
schooling he may have had while he was a rebellious bond-servant - it seems
inescapable that Bowditch's book came into his hands when be began to sail, if not
earlier. This Bowditch is a fascinating figure: the translator of Laplace's Celestial
Mechanics; "a little, nimble man with burning eyes, with silky hair prematurely white,
who darted about, rubbing his hands with excitement,'' he had found (before he wrote
his book on navigation) 8,000 errors in the best English book on navigation; he was
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offered. and declined . a professorship of mathematics and astronomy at Harvard
Well. this was rewarding to say the least.
I have also been able to find out why. probably. of course. Chaney's first political
affiliation was with the Whigs. and am almost ready to trace his course from Whig to
Democrat to Know-Nothing. or. as he preferred. Native American. The one thing that
let me understand was the sudden realization of how young Chaney was. how
unsophisticated, politically and otherwise. how uneducated he was - at the time and how, inevitably, impressionable he must have been after most of his life on farms
in Maine and three years of sailing.

In a break from her Chaney work, Joan had comments on Ambrose
Bierce and a particularly joyous piece of news from Seattle in notes of
April 13 and 17, 1967:
I enjoyed reading Bierce's Tales of Soldiers and Civilians when I was in high school.
as I remember. but have never had a desire to re-read him. When I was older I heard
many reminiscences of him from George Sterling and Bierce's nephew and niece,
Carlton and Laura Bierce. none of which I really remember. and none enhancing him.
The one story by him that I ad mire and shall never forget is. of course. ''An Occurrence
at Owl Creek Bridge." Equally amazing to me, however. are some of the people who
have written biographies of him - Hartley Grattan, for example , and especially Carey
McWilliams. of all people. (McWilliams as a Bierce biographer I have just recently
learned from the section on Bierce in Edmund Wilson's Patriotic Gore. which ,
incidentally, I consider quite fine.) Why do these writers as Bierce biographers
surprise me? I really don't know, except that I can't associate them, as I know them
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from their other works, with Bierce.
This morning arrived an airmail letter from Don Ellegood. director of the University
of Washington Press: "I am delighted to advise you that we want to reissue your
biography of Jack London and His Times in our Americana Library edited by Professor
Robert E. Burke ... We plan to publish the book next spring, 1968 ... " I am to do a new
Introduction. I cannot find words to tell you how happy I am about this. I shall be very
grateful if you have any ideas you'd like to see in the introduction and will send
them to me.

In a letter on September 27, 1967, Joan returned to news of her.
Chaney work:
Perhaps the most interesting thing that has happened is the recent discovery by
Tony Bubka- the Magician! - of a front-page story in the San Francisco Call of
January 12, 1903, on the funeral in Chicago of W.H. Chaney. It is a wildly inaccurate
story in the details of Chaney himself, but a vivid description of the graveside
ceremonies in the midst of a howling blizzard. (The story appeared on my father's
twenty-seventh birthday. but he was abroad, very likely in England. and probably
never saw it.) It must have been a wire story, and no one at the Call seems to have
remembered the Chaney scandal that blazed in the San Francisco papers twenty-eight
years earlier, when he left Flora and she attempted suicide, for it is not mentioned.
However, the Chicago story has given me a second clue to a brand-new avenue of
research on Chaney.
In Chaney's introduction to his last book, The Astrologer's Vade Mecum, published
in 1902, he wrote at some length about the close relationship between astrology and
Free Masonry. Being vastly ignorant of both subjects, I was amazed by this, and
resolved to follow it up . Then in the newspaper account of the plans Chaney had made
for his own funeral. I found this: " ... the only things he asked were that one of his
friends should wear the purple robe of the Essenes, one of the symbols of the Masonic
order. of which he was a member ... "
I would certainly have brushed this aside as another of the reporter's inn accuracies if
I had not seen Chaney's 1902 book. I now have xerox copies of four (including the
Primer which George Tweney had copied for me) of Chaney's works, and have read a
number of the articles he wrote in 1874-75 for the San Francisco magazine , Common
Sense. As I remember there is no mention in any of these of Free Masonry, so he must
have come to this in his last years.
You can imagine that I am eager to run this down. There are two excellent Masonic
libraries in San Francisco, and I shall start there as soon as the farm worker's book is
out of my hands. What would we ever do without Tony Bubka!

When at last Harcourt Brace brought out our The Lost
Revolutionary in November, 1967, Dick O'Connor and I inscribed a
copy and sent it off to Joan . Her letter on November 25 remains as
poignant to me today as it did when I first received it a decade ago:
Last evening, close to tears, I finished reading The Lost Revolutionary, and an
almost personal sense of loss lingers with me today in the midst of what must surely be
one of the last golden Indian summers we shall have before the winter cold and rains
begin. Stark and matter-of-fact as they are, I found the last three chapters so moving,
conveying so perfectly the Reed I have loved and revered since I was a young girl, that I
cannot bring myself to voice any of the critical comments that occurred to me from time
to time as I read the earlier chapters. So we shall not disagree or argue in any way, you
and I, about this book. Instead, let me congratulate you and O'Connor on writing an
intensely interesting, eminently readable book that rises to a heartbreaking climax. At
the risk of sounding pettish, although I'm sure you will not misunderstand, I want to
add that this is a far finer biography than I expected it to be, and that I wish O'Connor's
biography of my father had pleased me as much as this one.
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As a Christmas gift I had sent Joan a copy of a reprinting of George
Sterling's A Wine of Wizardry, done up in splendid style on special
paper and binding by Pinion Press in Amsterdam, New York, and
published in a limited edition of 1964. I had written the Introductory
essay about Sterling ("Poet of the Mist") for the book and Joan
responded, on January 4, 1968:
I have just re-read your Introduction to A Wine of Wizardry and like it better even
than the first time I read it. I am impelled to write you at once. Its restraint, I find, is its
most remarkable quality. for implicit throughout, though never stated, is your
admiration and affection for the poem, the poet, and the man. In so brief a space, you
have managed to convey the very young man (and youth was indelibly a part of George,
even when his hair was gray and his speech often edged with bitterness), overcome, no
doubt. by the impact of San Francisco of the 1890's. and Bierce, and later the dedicated
young man who must have worked unceasingly to become the poet he so desired to be,
and finally. the barest glimpse at the end, of the disenchanted, aging faun he became.
My memories of George. even after all these years, are vivid, and your Introduction
echoes their essence. I saw him many times, I am sure, before Mother and Daddy
separated. but the first clear memory dates from early in 1907, the second from a year
later. in Carmel. and the third from the summer of 1909, on the day Daddy returned
from the long voyage to the South Seas. Then there is a gap of many years - until
about the beginning of 1925. when we found each other again and knew each other
until the end. Some day. I hope, we can speak together of him.

The appearance of the University of Washington Press edition of
her Jack London and His Times, and a comment from me about a
re-reading of Martin Eden, generated this letter of July 2, 1968:
I am eager to hear your comments on the Introduction to the new edition of
my biography.
I must tell you of a reaction to the biography of an old friend of mine, in Houston,
whom I haven't heard from for a long time. During the labor struggles of the mid-30's
he put together and became president of the Maritime Federation of the Gulf Coast,
composed of shoreside and sea-going unions. In its few years of existence it managed
to make gains for its members and all of us believed this man was on his way to
becoming an outstanding, progressive, militant man in the labor movement. Then the
war came. and when he returned from the South Pacific at the end of hostilities the
world had changed. the labor movement had changed, and somehow he didn't find
himself able to function as he once had.
Recently. before going into a hospital for surgery, he went to the public library and
got Jack London and His Times to re-read during convalescence. "It was better than
before!" he wrote me the other day. "Caused one ofthe old dead proletarian coals to
glow feebly once again. So you see, 'tis always worthwhile fanning the fires of
discontent ... You have left your mark on the revolutionary cause ." And he signed his
letter. "Yours for a Workers' World."
I am very proud of these words from him, and deeply touched ... I must re-read
Martin Eden again one of these days. About Brissenden • : it is generally understood
that the model for Brissenden was Frank Strawn-Hamilton , Marxist, theoretician,
sound Socialist, brilliant speaker, all of which Sterling never was. My mother
remembered him well, as he was a frequent guest during the brief years of her
marriage to my father. There are a number of references to Strawn-Hamilton in the
volume of Jack London letters.'" They remained friends over the years and he was often
at the Glen Ellen ranch. My father' admired him greatly but I have an impression that,
especially in the early years, my father's feelings were mixed: perhaps this accounts
for Brissenden's being somewhat "wooden." The last reference in the volume of
letters is in a letter to Charmian, in 1912, in which he gently rebukes her apparently
because she regarded Strawn-Hamilton as a "sponger."
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My re-reading of Martin Eden and some comments on it spurred
Joan to write a fascinating letter on August 10, 1968, of her own
return to a beloved writer:
Your re-reading of London parallels my own present re-reading, not of London, but
of Balzac, my love since I was ten years old, and still first in my admiration, respect,
and love. I knew I would start the re-reading sooner or later (this will be the fifth or
sixth time), but a recent reading of the Andre Maurois biography of Balzac was so
disappointing that I had to re-read the great Stephan Zweig biography of twenty years
ago to get the bad taste out of my mouth, along with various shorter studies and all this
triggered the return to The Human Comedy. Here is something interesting: My dad
bought for his library the Grolier Press' 1890 edition of Balzac's works (which excluded
Droll Stories and The Physiology of Marriage), with the George Saintsbury
introductions to each volume. Apparently, Balzac did not interest my dad, for when the
division of community property was made by my mother and dad at the time of their
divorce, Balzac went to my mother. She didn't like Balzac either, so the set stayed,
unread. on the library shelf until I discovered it. Years later my mother gave me the
set. which I treasure.
The interesting point is, of course, that my dad found Balzac uninteresting. Or cou.ld
it have been the 19th century Victorianism that crippled all Jove episodes in his own
works that made him draw back from Balzac's lusty attitude toward Jove and sex? This
is more than possible. I feel certain that he did not know that both Marx and Engels
had gratefully acknowledged their enormous debt to Balzac.
Although no two writers were Jess alike than Balzac and London, and Balzac is
immesurably the greater, there are interesting parallels in their lives, works and
characters. Both struggled in grinding poverty to achieve success, although my dad's
struggle was very brief compared to Balzac's full decade of writing the 1820's
equivalent of "pulp" stuff. Both wanted to make money, both tried to accomplish this
through business ventures, both failed ignominiously at business . Both wanted to, and
did, write for the stage. London had no success at all; Balzac's one success came after
his death. Both were torn between hatred and compassion for their mothers . Both died
too young, with much writing planned ahead, my father at 40, Balzac at SO- both with
health destroyed by the way they had lived and overworked. There are many other
examples, but nothing there, really, for a study- unless some Ph.D. candidate were
hard up for a dissertation subject!

My mention of "All Gold Canyon" (published by Century
Magazine in November, 1905), from a re-reading of it, generated this
comment in the same letter:
It is another of my top favorites. Reading it is like listening to wonderful music,
looking at superb paintings - until the intruder shatters the mood, which, incredibly,
is re-established at the end. Many years ago when I was lecturing under the auspices of
the U.S. Extension Division, I read this story to an audience of mining men at a mining
company near Grass Valley in northern California. All of them had panned gold at one
time or another, and they were flabbergasted by the description of gold panning in the
story. "That's just the way to do it!" they said, shaking their heads incredulously.

And, responding to a question about George Orwell's indebtedness
to Jack London's The Iron Heel (1908), she wrote:
I, too, have felt that Orwell read The Iron Heel before writing 1984, although We by
Evgen Zamyatin (whom I knew well in Russia in 1931) is the acknowledged main
inspiration. And in connection with this book, I agree with your earlier disagreement
with th e dismissal of Jack London as neither a great writer nor a great man. Certainly,
London wrote much that is deservedly forgotten, but the great stories and novels are
great and will not be soon forgotten . Some, long overlooked, are going to be
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rediscovered. I think now of one of the truly great short stories, rarely reprinted , ''The
Mexican. " Imagine putting a revolution and a prize fighter together in one story that
is so compelling that you can't put it aside until you've finished reading it! For me, The
Iron Heel is the greatest. How unerringly London chose Chicago for the first great
revolt . And in three weeks the Democrats will be meeting here - in the long, hot
summer of this mad year! The critique of The Iron Heel in my biography was written
especially for me by Leon Trotsky. Note how he stressed the foresee ing of the coming
of fascism decades before it did arrive.

From the beginning of 1969 until the last letter I received from her,
Joan's final illness began to intrude. Her reports on the biopsy, the
lingering effects of the radiation treatment, and the recurrence of a
migratory form of arthritis, were purely clinical, however. She did not
complain except in that the illnesses kept her from her work. On
January 31, 1969, she wrote me :
Surgery recovery has been excellent, although slow ... All of this explains why I have
not written. I am working daily tightening the farm worker's book. Tony Bubka, whose
collection of poems by and about Jack London has grown large and wonderful, is
tremendously interested in the Robert W. Service poem, "J.L. and R.D.," which you
mentioned and of which he knew nothing. 11 Will you be good enough to send me a
xerox of the poem and title , author , publisher, year of publication . page no ., etc., all
the things that a meticulous researcher like Tony yearns to have?
The New York Times has become aware of the growing interest in London, and
telephoned the head of its S.F. Bureau to get an interview with me - which took place
a couple of days ago.

It was in a letter dated February 14, 1970, that Joan wrote of her
conversation with her doctors in which she said "I have a book to
write and I want at least a year." They assured her, she said, "You'll
have that easily ." She continued :
Well, I hope to God they're right ...
I researched the life and times ofW .H. Chaney (1821-1902) and wrote a biographical
study of him that runs to some 90 typed pages, and which I'm still rather pleased with.
It is biographical and historical. Gavin Arthur will do the astrological section, and
Jones will probably write an introduction.
I do hope this project succeeds in being published." It seems the perfect time to do
so. with frightened Americans and others turning to astrology by the thousands. And a
book co-authored by Gavin Arthur, famous astrologer and grandson of Chester, and
Joan London. daughter of Jack London and granddaughter of W.H. Chaney, with an
In~roduction by the "Dean" of American astrology , certainly ought to make a little stir.

On March 12, 1970, a brief note from Joan :
I feel pretty well , and am impatient to get my energy back, the loss of which was the
result of a badly swollen throat caused by the radiation treatments .. .

And again on April 4:_
The radiation doctor is thoroughly pleased with me and the way the radiation seems
to be clearing away the carcinoma cells. I shall see him again in May. Meantime, I
recover slowly but surely from the effects of the treatment.

And, on August 28 :
My husband passed away two weeks ago - carcinoma of the pancreas. Pain only at
the end , but he was in the hospital and the hypos were handy.

The last letter I received from Joan London was dated October 8,
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1970 - three and a half months before her death. It was the newsy,
hopeful, impatient Joan again, planning ahead, never looking back:
I am still in Pleasant Hill. still cussing the rheumatoid arthritis that is so reluctant to
leave me. I'm selling my home , which breaks my heart, for I Jove it so, but it's too big
for me to take care of. Will go about it fairly slowly for I'm looking for something not
easy to find out here (dry climate has made the decision to stay here). I want a cottage
- four rooms, no garage, small garden- near center of town (Walnut Creek) where
Kaiser Hospital is, low rent, of course, or low sales price . It will take time .
The doctor says I'm making progress with the arthritis .. . I have the painful kind, of
course! And it's called "migratory" because it moves around.
Farm worker book will be out January 15, 1971 - safely after Christmas, thank
goodness. and celebrating my birthday! As soon as I can get moved. I won't wait to get
"settled down" but will get to work on the J. London and daughters book at once.
Letter from Vii Bykov a couple of days ago. London is booming in the Soviet Union 12 volumes on the way in Ukranian for the first time, 35 ,000 copies of each volume. Call
of the Wild will be published in English for the first time over there . Bykov's first book
on London (1962) is to be reissued, etc.
My hand says "No more writing!" so I must stop. Did I tell you that you must come
out during Xmas holidays because Earle Labor is planning to come then too?
My love. dear Dale.

When our The Fiction of Jack London was published in 1972, Jim
Sisson of Berkeley and I dedicated the book to Joan . She knew of our
work on it and was anxious to see it published. We kept the
dedication simple but both of us felt our long-standing debt to her:
This work is gratefully dedicated to the late Joan London (1901 -1971) , the
pre-eminent biographer of Jack London and friend to all interested in her father and
his work. 13

For myself, I cannot express my feelings about Joan London better
than has been written already by Jim Sisson:
.. . the world is infinitely richer for the work she has done, and there are rich
memories for those privileged to say: I Knew Joan London. 14
I.
2.
3.
4.

5.
6.

FOOTNOTES
Jack London and the Klondike: The Genesis of an American Writer. San
Marino. Calif.: The Huntington Library, 1966.
"Jack London (1876-1916)," in American Literary Realism, 1870-1910, I (Fall
1967). 71-78 .
Jack: A Biography of Jack London. New York: Harper & Row. 1977.
The plagiarism issue over "Love of Life" (published in McClure's Magazine in
December. 1905) . had to do with Jack's borrowing the story idea from an article
which had appeared in 1901 in McClure's, "Lost in the Land of the Midnight
Sun . " A good appraisal of the issue is found in Franklin Walker's Jack London
and the Klondike (pp. 245-246) , and this is doubtlessly the source of Joan's
recollection of the controversy.
Joan's superb article, "W.H. Chaney: A Reappraisal." appeared in the
American Book Collector. XVII, No. 3 (November 1966). 9-10.
Irving Stone. in his Sailor on Horseback: The Biography of Jack London (New
York: Houghton Mifflin Co .. 1938), was the first writer to reveal in print the
liaison between Chaney and Flora Wellman, Jack's mother. and the subsequent
birth of Jack London. Charmian London's earlier biography, The Book of Jack
London (New York: The Century Co., 1921, two volumes) , made no mention of
Chaney and credited John London, the great-hearted Pennsylvania farmer who
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7.
8.
9.
10.
II.
12.
13.
14.

became Flora's husband on September 7, 1876, as being Jack's "father. " Jack
was born on January 12, 1876.
So Shall Ye Reap by Joan London and Henry Anderson was published.
"Joan London, Warriorfor Labor, Dies," in California AFL-CIO News, Vol. 14,
No.4 (Jan uary 22 , 1971), p. 2.
Russ Brissenden, the brilliant poet-friend of Martin Eden's, is often compared
to London's real -life friend, George Sterling.
Letters From Jack London, edited by King Hendricks and Irving Shepard. New
York: Odyssey Press, 1965.
The "R.B." of Service's poem was London's contemporary and fellow
Klondiker , the novelist Rex Beach. I no longer find a copy of the poem but trust
Tony Bubka has it safely in his files.
Unhappily, the book has yet to be published.
The Fiction of Jack London: A Chronological Bibliography. El Paso, Texas:
Texas Western Press of the University of Texas at El Paso, 1972.
"A Memorial to Joan London ." Jack London Newsletter, Vol. 4, No. 1
(January-April1971), p . S.

Dale L. Walker

Editor's Note
*According to Milo Shepard. Joan London had access to both the
Huntington Library and to the Ranch papers.
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Jack London

JACK AND GEORGE: NOTES ON A
LITERARY FRIENDSHIP
Howard Lachtman

''You have everything to make you a financier, and you want to be a
poet. ' '
- Jack London to George Sterling
''Get yourself a fat bank account - there 's no such friend as a bank
account, and the greatest book is a checkbook. ''
- Ambrose Bierce to Sterling
''Sometimes, I conclude that you have a cunning and deep philosophy
of life, for yourself alone, worked out on a basis of disappointment
and disillusion. Sometimes I say, I am firmly convinced of this, and
then it all goes glimmering, and I think you don't want to think, or
that you have thought no more than partly, if at all, and are living
your life blindly and naturally. So I do not know you, George. ''
·
- Jack London to Sterling
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George Sterling

·'I'd like to see you a socialist before I'm gone. It will give you a
sanction for your existence. It is the one thing that will save you in the
time of disappointment that is coming to you. ·'
- Jack London, Martin Eden
"You're on the wrong path. You 'll have to drop that gallivanting
around. Those Socialists are doing you no good. You'll have to drop
the bohemians, all of them, and work harder. ''
- Ambrose Bierce to Sterling
"Ambrose could be terribly firm, but there was a Roman for
friendship. ''
- George Sterling
·'Friendship: a ship big enough to carry two in fair weather, but only
one infoul. ''
- Ambrose Bierce, The Devil's Dictionary
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JACK AND GEORGE
As a young man in Sag Harbor, New York, George Sterling once
climbed two hundred feet to raise a pirate flag on the ''top mast'' of a
church steeple. A biographer would be tempted to say that the rest of
his life was devoted to the religious practice of pranks and practical
jokes, by which he sought to flaunt convention, and to the writing of
fastidious sonnets and verse dramas, by which he hoped to appease
it; but Sterling was a more complex character, even as a prankster
and sonneteer, than he appears, a man who disliked himself but who
inspired affection in others, a poet in whom thinking and feeling were
perpetually at war. His beautifully crafted but wholly artificial verses
were calculated to win the admiration of poetic purists rather than a
reading public, but if Sterling won first place among Pacific Coast
bards, it may have owed less to his impersonal poetry than his poetic
personality, a role which he cultivated and played to perfection
without the usual accouterments of conceit or vanity. People liked
George because he refused to take himself or his talent seriously.
They equated his modesty with artistry. They confused his poetry
with art. The free -thinking "pirate" in Sterling's soul expressed
itself in other ways - such as the time he was hauled into a San
Francisco police station for taking a moonlight swim in a Golden Gate
Park lake with a moonstruck chorus girl and gallantly offered to pay
the fine with an inscribed copy of one of his books.
If he alternated between philosophical pessimism and playful
abandon, George Sterling could also never quite decide if he wanted
to be the king of San Francisco's literary Bohemia or merely its court
jester. Neither his talent nor his temperament supported any major
literary ambition. "I care about as much for fame as an albatross for a
Manhattan," he confessed. Perhaps it was fun for which the poet
really cared . If so, he found a perfect companion in the industrious
Jack London, a young writer who pursued fun, as well as fame and
fortune, with an exhuberant zest that might have inspired even the
likes of lazy George.
Friends who introduced Jack London and George Sterling to one
another at a San Francisco restaurant (some say Piedmont picnic) in
1901 scarcely imagined that the two would become close friends.
Friendship seemed improbable between the 25-year-old Jack, the
muscular apostle of literary realism, and the 32-year-old George, the
gaunt peddler of ''beautiful flapdoodle .'' Like Frank Norris, London
was the herald of a new age in American literature; Sterling was the
heir of the Victorian classicists, the cultivator of an exhausted
fashion. A native son of San Francisco, London would acquire a
national reputation with the publication of The Call of the Wild (1903)
and The Sea Wolf (1904); a transplanted easterner, Sterling would
become a minor national poet but a major Bay Area celebrity. London
would go on to win a worldwide audience and lasting fame, while
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Sterling, all but forgotten today, would be saluted as the last of the
bohemians and San Francisco's resident troubadour, a colorful
survivor from a bygone day.
For all their differences, however, Jack and George did share some
essential traits. Both men were dedicated writers, full of passion and
kindness, fond of boxing and swimming, loyal to their friends and
exceedingly generous. Both possessed an impish sense of play and
mischief, and were restless rovers who enjoyed wine, women,
seafood, books, and the great outdoors. Beginning in 1905, Sterling
played a West Coast Thoreau on and about his Carmel forest home,
dabbling in his small garden and hunting the neighboring hills and
ocean shore for further inspiration, while London adopted a pioneer
role on his big ranch, planting crops, breeding livestock and stallions,
and revitalizing the exhausted soil of neighboring ranches which he
purchased to incorporate with his own. Both men had rather
ambitious hopes of eventually living off the land and writing just for
the fun of it. That, for them at least, was the essence of the California
Dream, and Jack and George were true Californians, dreamers on a
lavish scale who saw no reason why they couldn't have what they
wanted. They saw great possibilities in the land, as well as in one
another. Perhaps a clue to their essential personalities lay in the fact
that George was less exquisite than he appeared, while Jack was
more sensitive than he seemed, and that each recognized this hidden
aspect of the other. At any rate, it is amusing to try to imagine the
fastidious and reserved Frank Norris, who apparently never met
either London or Sterling, sitting between these two free -spirited
friends, trying to make sense of them, or they of him.' Norris's
untimely death in 1902 prevented him from settling on a ten acre
ranch near Gilroy and cultivating a rural retreat which might well
have attracted two such self-styled agronomists as the enthusiastic
Jack and the desultory George.
Many ofthe bohemians among whom Sterling moved were poseurs
or shams, but not Sterling, who took his avocation seriously. He was a
disciplined poet, and he produced a qualitative product, at least
according to the severely circumscribed standards within which he
worked. The problem was that, lyric aside, he had no great gift. His
poetry exalted elegant sound over meaningful sense. While American
poetry was moving forward in the works of Edward Arlington
Rob.inson, Edgar Lee Masters, Robert Frost, Ezra Pound, and
Robinson Jeffers, Sterling was advancing to the rear. In the 1920s, he
was still writing the kind of sonnets which Ambrose Bierce might
have approved in the 1890s, when George first began writing.
Sterling was no mean craftsman, but his craft excluded the power and
the permanence which are the hallmarks of art. He was also the sort
of poet whose life is far more interesting than his work, a poet who
deserves - but has never had - a biographer. '
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Sterling was twenty-one when he came out west to California to
seek his fortune in 1890. For the next fifteen years, he plodded along
at a desk in his rich uncle's Bay Area real estate and insurance
offices , writing poetry for relief from the boredom of his commercial
tasks. Uncle Frank C. Havens' Oakland-San Francisco business
empire could have made George a land baron or minor tycoon, but
Havens' wayward nephew preferred poetry to profits (his
indifference always astounded Bierce and London, who respected a
regular salary). His attitude to his writing was quite unlike that of the
success-driven Jack London, for whom fiction was a passport out of
the "abyss" of uncompensated manual labor. While Sterling
endured the tedium of his "safe" job, . married his stunning
stenographer (Carrie Rand), and interested himself in the antics of
Victorian San Francisco's literary set, London was growing up the
hard way on the Oakland waterfront and out at sea, sailing before the
mast across the Pacific and hitching freights across the American
continent, and prospecting for gold in the Klondike in the adventure
that solidified his writing career.
When Sterling first encountered him, London had risen from
poverty and obscurity to become a Bay Area literary celebrity and one
of the country's most promising young storytellers. Sterling, on the
other hand, was absolutely indifferent to success, possibly as the
result of the patronage he enjoyed from his affluent family and
possibly also the result of honestly recognizing the limitations of his
slender talent. He secured Jack a house near his own in the Piedmont
Hills and together the two men took to wandering the lupine and
poppy-clad hills, picnicking and frolicking with the East Bay
"Crowd", and visiting the West Bay for relief from the East Bay.
Whether or not they indulged in the dubious pleasures of the Barbary
Coast is a matter for conjecture. The story oftheir mutual dissipations
was put forth by Joseph Noel (in his Footloose in Arcadia), with whom
London had fallen out over a business venture, and whose veracity
(and sanity) Jack openly questioned in letters to his friends . Possibly
to get even, Noel dipped his brush in lurid colors, yet his account of
Jack and George as sinful rovers of San Francisco after dark has been
accepted by many as fact, as if Noel's obviously spiteful account was
unimpeachable. London and Sterling may have gone "slumming" in
the same spirit as Frank Norris did before them, gathering
impressions for future use in their writing, but the Noel story has
permitted some readers and biographers to speculate that London led
an innocent or impressionable Sterling astray, introducing him to bad
whiskey, fast women, and low entertainments in gambling and opium
dens (as if George did not have ample opportunity to discover these
matters for himself in the ten years of city life before he met London) .
London's most recent biographer puts the relationship this way:

31

The poet tried to impress the Klondike writer with his breeding and taste; the
Klondike writer tried to bludgeon the poet with his knowledge of low life ... George
Sterling was always accused of making a hedonist out of Jack, whilst Jack was always
accused of debauching George. Yet each supplied what the other man lacked. George
gave his new friend an insight into a mocking nature that genuinely did not care for the
material world . Jack gave his new friend an entrance into a physical world of sport and
women and rough pleasure and intellectual vigor, which that timid Puritan poet had
craved and never dared to touch. 3

The fallacy of this neat antithesis lies in mistaking Sterling's
Puritan heritage with ''breeding and taste'' (George was too much
the "pirate" for that) and equating London's Klondike background
with froptier crudity and lawlessness. In fact, the rough Klondiker
was in some ways a more sophisticated and cosmopolitan individual
than the refined poet, while George was by no means the ''timid
Puritan" he seemed (it was from him that Charmian once had to
"rescue" Jack after he had overindulged in the poet's hashish-eating
method of creative inspiration). In the department of romance, Jack
was less than the ladykiller popularized by his more sensational
biographers, while George, a Don Juan with the ladies, could easily
have given his friend lessons. If indeed Sterling "dared" to touch the
realities which his friend offered, there is no reason to suppose that
they were new to his experience, nor to believe that they had any
vitalizing effect on his poetry. And London, despite any hedonistic
strain acquired from his aristocratic friend, continued on his merry
path of materialism, red-blooded fiction, and socialism. So much for
mutual corruption!
In appearance, Sterling was a tall, lean, and lanky figure, with the
look of an indolent athlete or open-air aesthete, and with a sweetly
sardonic expression on his swarthy face . To Jack London, he was
"the Greek." To Mary Austin, he was "handsome as a Greek faun,
shy, restless, slim, and stooping." Rebecca Chambers thought his
slightly spoiled face looked like "a Grecian coin that had been run
over by a Roman chariot." He reminded other people of Ichabod
Crane or Dante or Pan; he did his best as naive provincial, wordly
classicist, and nature-worshipping satyr to deserve all the epithets
that were bestowed upon him. He wanted to please his friends. He
was no man's enemy except his own. In his early years, he was a
fixture at the center table of Giuseppe ("Papa") Coppa's
Montgomery Street restaurant, a watering hole and pasta palace for
city artists and writers; in his later years, George was a San Francisco
tradition in his own right and saw his name inscribed with the
immortals at the city's 1915 Panama-Pacific International Exposition.
In addition to being the high priest of literary Piedmont, he was the
founding father of Carmel's seaside colony of artists, writers, and
wanderers. He took to the Carmel life with enthusiasm. "Imagine me
out on a black reef, about six of a cold, foggy morning, stark naked,''
he wrote, "with the waves cresting spray on my shuddering form,
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and you'll get a snapshot of the strenuous life as she is endured in
Carmel-by-the-sea!" • Strenuous was the word, for George became a
tireless hunter and hiker, exercising his love of blood sport and the
outdoors with a healthy passion that never, alas, enlivened his
mannered, stylized poetry. A good swimmer and diver, he gathered
mussels and abalone by the sackful, composed verses for the colony's
famous "abalone song" (sung at beach barbecues while pounding
the abalones on stone), and posed on rocky headlands with a triton in
hand, looking for all the world like a beardless and undernourished
Neptune . The sea held an irresistible fascination for him, and he was
rumored to have occasionally caught the distant, enticing voices of
sirens who are said to sing to sober poets and drunken sailors on
those sultry days along the blue wilds of the California coast when
magic is in the air. Of far less allure to Sterling were the voices of his
family, who urged him to stick to his desk job and make himself
prosperous, and the patient voice of his long-suffering wife, who
implored him to embrace monogamy and make himself virtuous.
George was not a good businessman or a good husband, but then no
one really expected him to be. There are, of course, poets who write
perfectly good poetry while keeping regular office hours and honoring
the marriage contract. Sterling was not one of them. His platonic
friendship with poetess Nora May French came to nothing (she took
her life over the blighted affections of someone else), but his
numerous love affairs led to his wife's leaving and then divorcing
him. And when Carrie Sterling took her life four years after the
divorce, George blamed himself, though he was only partially to
blame for that second tragedy. The suicides of Nora May and Carrie
left George a diminished man and ended his Carmel life. Too many
memories, good and bad, lingered there.
When Sterling read his rhetorically and romantically belabored
poetry, he did so, as one listener recalled, "in a thin, high-pitched
New England voice, inexpressably wan, something like the cry of a
blown-about and tired lone curlew trying to reach home through a
gale. ''' The winds of discontent had blown the bird-like Sterling from
his comfortable Sag Harbor home and cloistered preparation for the
priesthood (at Baltimore's St. Charles Seminary) to the wilder shore
of California, and the problem for George was that he would always
feel some sense of being divided between two worlds (East Coast and
West Coast), between two impulses (his family's adopted Catholicism
and his personal brand of "civilized paganism"), and between two
literary masters, Ambrose Bierce and Jack London. While amiable
Uncle Frank taught George how to succeed in business without really
trying, the stern and exacting Bierce allowed him to take no liberties
with the muse. Bierce was a waspish critic and professional cynic, a
courtly, haughty, dandified, ramrod-stiff, revolver-toting Civil War
veteran who wrote the best short stories of that bloody cont1ict (in
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which he was twice wounded and brevetted a major) . His talents for
wit and malice were unsurpassed in all San Francisco, and his
ripostes had all the devastating force and finality of a well-placed
artillery shell. For Bierce, as for Poe, poetry had to be as remotely
beautiful and loftily ideal as life was not. He took Sterling under his
iron wing and laid, as George later recalled, "a hand of ice" on his
more ardent impulses; not even Jack London's warm encouragement
could melt that ice, for Bierce had the habit of moulding his pupils
along his own fixed lines of perspective and taste . Sterling was a
dutiful and respectful pupil, but in many respects, this was an
unfortunate apprenticeship. It restricted Sterling's range and style at
a time when Frank Norris was chronicling the realities of urban life in
San Francisco and London was beginning to depict the harsh truths of
existence in the Klondike. The heady breezes of naturalism were
sweeping the literary countryside, but Sterling wrote, and continued
to write, as if poetry were something to be pressed in a lady's
forget-me-not album. By the time George came to admire the poetic
explorations of Robinson Jeffers and perceive his own sad
deficiencies, it was too late to do anything about it.
Sterling's best friend was not the elegantly misanthropic Bierce,
but the sartorially sloppy, people-loving Jack London . Sterling
responded instantly to the younger man's clear, forceful, precise style,
to his personal audacity and ebullience. And because his friendship
with the radical London made the arch-conservative Bierce bristle
with resentment, George had the fun of playing off his stern ''literary
uncle" against his good-natured literary chum . "Heavens!" he
exclaimed about Bierce, ''he seems to me so narrow and rancorous at
times, especially about poor Jack." But poor Jack could take care of
himself; he and Bierce tolerated one another well enough to bury
their feud over the poet and drown their enmity in whiskey and
brandy when they met one summer at a Bohemian Club encampment.
But Bierce had a long memory. He never excused Sterling for being
London's cohort, nor did he forgive London for being London.
One could be a disciple of Bierce's, but never a friend . An incident
on the Russian River taught George that lesson vividly. He and Bierce
had gone out for a short cruise, not expecting to meet any female
company on the water. Suddenly, Bierce spotted his wife and niece
approaching them in a small boat. He produced his pistol and
solemnly vowed to "plug" George if the poet dared to appear before
the ladies in his abbreviated bathing suit. George obligingly slid
overboard into the water and made for shore rather than be murdered
for indecency. One simply did not test Bierce's convictions or try his
patience. Sterling was grateful that this kind of dangerous nonsense
had no place with London, while with George, Jack could relax from
the pressures of a demanding career and the tensions of a loveless
marriage. The two soon became the best of friends, and when, as
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sometimes happened, they disagreed with one another over the
quality of a mussel, the virtue of a manuscript, or the inevitability of
revolutionary socialism, they also contrived to be the best of enemies .
Jack tolerated George's fits of pique on losing at cards and his sulks
over the cosmic futility of existence, while the poet kept silent when
Jack preached economic redistribution or mailed him one hundred
thousand words for proofing. Together, they made up an effective
two-man literary team, a congenial union of kindred apostates.
The London-Sterling association has been described as everything
from puerile to latently homosexual to overtly masculine, but none of
these terms accurately conveys the true quality of their friendship.
Each respected the other's talent, encouraged that talent, and felt
free to criticize the misuse of that talent. Jack was a frustrated poet
who became a highly successful writer of'prose fiction; in George, he
saw the embodiment of that aspect of himself which had longed to
express itself in verse. But Sterling had other uses besides that of
being Jack's favorite poet-in-residence. Beginning with The Sea
Wolf, Sterling edited and proofed many of London's works, offered
occasional suggestions for improving plots, and even sold Jack a few
"ideas" (an arrangement which allowed London to help support his
frequently impecunious friend without the appearance of outright
charity). It was Sterling whom Charmian London commissioned to
complete her husband's only unfinished novel, The Assassination
Bureau (based on an idea supplied by another struggling writer
whom Jack was helping - Sinclair Lewis), and there is evidence to
suggest that Sterling was planning to write a biography of his friend,
and perhaps one of Bierce. • Nothing came of these grandiose
projects . Although Sterling did manage to complete an essay on
Bierce, he left, so far as is known, no essay or memoir
commemorating his alliance with London.
After Bierce's direct influence waned, Sterling wrote many of his
poems with London's approval in mind. Jack returned the
compliment by writing George into several of his own works. Sterling
appears as Mark Hall, the "abalone poet" of The Valley of the Moon,
and as Russ Brissenden, cynical socialist poet in Martin Eden, a
character who mixes George's own "fire, the flashing insight and
perception" with "the flaming uncontrol of genius." Sterling's
attempts to control London were never better illustrated than in the
series of letters they exchanged over George's insistence that Jack
publish under his name a one-act play which George had written.
Concerning a Stone Age bard whose dedication to art aroused the
fury of his chief's war club, this work was entitled The First
Poet.' London balked at Sterling's duplicity and advised him to send
the play out under his own name, but Sterling, who knew The First
Poet would finish last if sent out with his name attached, had
other ideas :
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The whole proposition is: what's the use of throwing away good money? You can
probably get a fair sum for The First Poet. I would not be paid half as much, and, in
spite of what you say, I'm "of the same opinion still" that editors will turn the thing
down coming from an unknown person. You see, it's a bit of a whack at them. But
they'll be glad to take anything with your name attached to it ... So please take the
thing, add something to it, and send it out. •

Sterling wasn't the only one who had these little lapses of
self-confidence. When London was asked to write a verse play for the
1915 Bohemian Grove Jinks, he wrote to George (Letter, January 13,
1915) requesting editorial assistance, support and supervision,
kidding his own pretensions as an untested poetic dramatist: ''Ye
Gods- me writing poetry! The poetry I write is such silly rot. I have
crystallized in prose, and imagine me counting meter on my fingers!"
George did his best to help, as he always did with Jack's requests. If
he criticized some of London's poorer work, such. as novels like The
Mutiny of the Elsinore and The Little Lady of the Big House, he did so
at his own risk. Sterling was a conscientious critic whose negative
reactions went unheeded and unappreciated by Jack, who prided
himself on getting his work out with maximum speed and minimal
revision. But it is doubtful whether the normal give-and-take between
the writer and his "first reader" put any serious strain on their
continuing relationship as regular correspondents and occasional
collaborators. For the most part, they dealt with one another with a
sympathy and respect that is rare among writers. If they sometimes
exploited one another as literary partners or proofreaders, it was with
a sense of trust on both parts, and with the unwavering conviction
that that, after all, was what a friend was for . They seemed to know
one another best, to read one another's moods; and yet they also left
a generous margin for speculating about themselves, for wondering
just who they were and what they meant, as friends, to one another.
That they managed at times to puzzle one another is clear from a
Jetter of Jack's which suggests that even the closest of friends can
sometimes seem strangers: ''You know that I do not know you, no
more than you know me. We have really never touched the intimately
personal note in all the time of our friendship . I suppose we
never shall." '
Perhaps they never did. Or - who can tell? - perhaps they wished
to leave that last mystery of personality unexplored.
Jack London and George Sterling shared an optimistic vision of
California as a setting of inspirational beauty, a source of imaginative
vigor. Accordingly, each man left the Bay Area to put down roots in a
Jess urban part ofthe state - London ori his Sonoma mountain ranch;
Sterling in his Carmel forest retreat. Here were places which, they
supposed, would allow them to refine their craft, cultivate their
ecological urges, enjoy the ennobling life of the country farmerphilosopher, and escape from the distractions and temptations of city
life. Ironically, however, both Jack and George did their best work
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away from these impractical Edens. London frequently escaped from
his ranch aboard the small sailing craft on which his mind seemed to
work more easily and where he relaxed while exploring the state's
inland waterways from Alviso to Sacramento. And much of Sterling's
best work had already been written before the poet set foot on
Carmel's bohemian shore. In one respect, Carmel marked the
beginning of the end for Sterling. After severing his connection with
his uncle's commercial affairs, George tried to live off the market
appeal of his poetry. Given the nature of his poetry, this was an
obvious impossibility (obvious, that is, to everyone except George).
For the next twenty years, he would exist, or subsist, primarily on the
generosity, courtesy, and the pity of his friends and relations.
The sunny California dreamland which Jack and George inhabited,
or dreamed of inhabiting, ultimately became a land of shadow,
darkened by aspirations unfulfilled and personal tragedy. After his
divorce, Sterling tried to leave California and begin a new career in
New York, but it was too late to reshape his writing or, for that matter,
his life. Carrie's death in 1918 brought him back for good, still the
gentlest and most generous of men, menaced only by the compulsive
philandering and incurable drinking that accompanied his role as
Civic Poet.
London's decline was equally distressing, if less suicidal. After the
burning of Wolf House and the steady deterioration of his health due
to advanced kidney disease and chronic rheumatism, Jack spent most
of the last two years of his life in Hawaii. When he returned to the
ranch in August 1916 from his final Hawaiian visit, he was a dying
man, and knew it. In the few months left to him, he implored his old
friends to come up and see him; to relive the life of the past was one
way of banishing the emptiness of the future. But George did not
come. He knew that disease had turned Jack into an immobilized and
agonized man, a far cry from the youth with whom he had tramped
the poppy-covered hills of Piedmont and talked the night away with
gallons of red wine before a fireside. It was that youth, and perhaps
his own, which Sterling wished to remember. He made excuses not to
go up to the ranch, and London lost patience. Then he lost his temper.
Exasper~ted, he sent Sterling an angry letter, accusing "Greek" of
laziness, shallowness, and ingratitude. It was the last word from
"Wolf" which George would ever have. A month later, the poet
escorted his friend's ashes up to the knoll on the London ranch where
Jack was laid to rest. Sterling had hastily written an elegy to deliver
at the grave site, but was too overcome to read it. It was a bad poem,
as stiff and formal as the ghost of Bierce, and perhaps he realized
how inadequate it was to the occasion. His friend and his youth had
departed, and George wept for the loss of both while Jack was
buried in silence.
Sterling made his own exit ten years later. Worried by his absence
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one day, friends at the Bohemian Club entered his room to rouse him .
A glance told them he had entered the sleep from which there is no
awakening. By his hand lay a little vial of cyanide. Its label read
"Peace". Sterling had embraced the same exit as his Carrie and Nora
May, and only the morbid wit of a Bierce would have dared suggest
that he would find the disconsolate poetess and aggrieved wife
waiting for him on the other side. If he did, the label was false.
Sterling's death shocked the city. "To San Franciscans," Miriam
Allen de Forct recalled, "it was as if Golden Gate Park had fallen into
the sea.,,. There was a motion to have the poet lie in state in the
magnificent rotunda of City Hall, a fittingly baroque shrine for the
dead king of bohemian San Francisco. Sterling's family declined the
honor. They had no sense of poetry.
George had wished his ashes scattered on Point Sur or Point Lobos,
returned to the wind and sea whose impulses he had loved and
trusted more than his own. Instead, the mortal remains of the poet
were deposited in the prosaic city of Oakland. His young friend
Robinson Jeffers elegized him, but perhaps his best memorial was an
obit composed by one who loved him well, San Francisco journalist
ldwal Jones:
George Sterling. touching on his fifty-seventh year, and feeling wearied, turned his
face to the wall and died. He quitted this life from his little room in the Bohemian Club,
and with no more regret than a bird quitting a twig. This was somewhere between
Tuesday night and noon yesterday. No matter when. For the curtain had fallen on the
drama of San Francisco 's Bohemia in which he had been master of revelry for two
golden and charming decades. The Dionysian had drunk the cup to the lees, and found
the end of life bitter . The reason for living was past finding out. He said goodbye to no
one. To say goodbye would have caused his friends grief. They are many, and they all
wept. for he was an exquisite poet, and a charming and loyal friend.

Although writers of unequal talents inevitably strain the fragile
bond of their comradeship, professional envy or rivalry did not divide
London and Sterling. Nor were they estranged by the demands which
they, like most writers, place upon themselves and those closest to
them . Although they appeared to have little in common, Jack and
George were closely united in their passionate attachment to a life
which they insisted could be shaped according to their own quixotic
preferences - an attitude which then, as now, is linked to a romantic
myth of California as a territory of new beginnings and imaginative
possibilities. Perhaps their ultimate disappointment lay in that myth,
for, as each man discovered, California was not a western version of
Arden or Walden. There was not enough money or time for London's
ranch to support his expectations of an agricultural empire (though
London was more aware of this fact than his critics have realized),
and Sterling was the kind of erratic farmer who planted when the
mood seized him ("What did not rot in the ground," London wrote of
poet Mark Hall's farm in The Valley of the Moon, "was evenly
divided between the gophers and trespassing cows") . But it was not
only the myth which betrayed them . Literary markets were too
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capricious, history moved too fast, and youth ended too soon. Then
too, London's faith in a scientific philosophy of life was contrasted by
Sterling's inscrutable cynicism. How, then, could their friendship
survive intact? And yet it almost did . Their admiration of one another
was genuine, their appreciation of one another generous. Their
friendship (like those of F . Scott Fitzgerald and Budd Schulberg,
Aldous Huxley and Gerald Heard, Raymond Chandler and Erle
Stanley Gardner, or John Steinbeck and Ed Ricketts) defines a special
time and place in California literary history. Their attempt to find a
measure of salvation in the land illumines both the nature of the
California Dream and the human nature of the dreamers themselves.
"It's the life that we want," Frank Norris wrote the year Jack
London embarked for the Klondike, ''the vigorous, real thing, not the
curious weaving of words and the polish of literary finish.'' If London
was an interpreter of "the real thing," Sterling was a "curious
weaver." It is clear that he never really outgrew his literary
apprenticeship; it would have taken a talent he did not possess to do
that. To his credit, however, George possessed a healthy sense of his
limitations. Within the limits which he would have been the first to
acknowledge, he achieved a studied perfection. No San Franciscan
ever wrote a great number of technically accomplished sonnets, and
his famous tribute to "the cool, grey city of love" is still remembered
as one of the finest paeans to the foggy city by the western gate.
Good-hearted, injudicious, generous, sensuous, self-doubting, gay
and grave, easily bored and always hopeful of accomplishing
something valuable as a writer and sponsor of aspiring writers,
George Sterling was the closest thing San Francisco has ever had to a
poet laureate. There have been better poets (almost any competent
parodist can imitate the highly waxed poetry which Sterling polished
so assiduously) and wiser men, but no one has taken his place as a
figure of local legend. For in the final analysis, the real poetry of
George Sterling lay in his personality, that unique creation about
which George was, characteristically, so utterly careless and
unconscious. It seems a pity that nowhere in his "cool, grey city of
love" is there a statue or plaque" to honor the memory of the poet
who once gave his overcoat to a shivering tramp, his heart to a lady in
a moonlit lake, and his friendship to Jack London.
1.
2.

3.
4.
5.
6.

FOOTNOTES
For an interesting comparison of Norris and London, see Franklin Walker's
"Frank Norris and Jack London," Mills College Magazine, 4 (Spring 1966),
15-23.
Papers in the Bancroft Library of the University of California at Berkeley show
that Cyril Clemens was actively at work on a Sterling biography in the early
1940s. If this work was ever completed, it apparently met with indifference from
publishers.
Andrew Sinclair, Jack (Harper & Row, 1977), p. 68.
Franklin Walker, The Seacoast of Bohemia (Peregrine Smith , 1973), p. 71.
Idwal Jones, Ark of Empire (Doubleday, 1951), p. 23.
In a letter to Sterling (May 6, 1918), H .L. Mencken writes: "It's a pity you
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won't do the Bierce and London books. The market for that sort of thing is very
limited - hence the coyness of the publishers - but it ought to be done." See
New Mencken Letters, ed. Carl Bode (Dial Press, 1977), p. 88. The reluctance of
the publishers may have had something to do with the then passing vogue of
Bierce and London, both of whom have been restored to favor .by contemporary
critics and biographers . The likelihood is that Charmian London's biography,
then in progress, precluded George's attempt, though it is doubtful whether the
poet had the necessary patience and discipline for the heavy labor of writing
biography. Nevertheless, his biographical essay on Bierce, "The Shadow Maker"
(published in Mencken' s American Mercury in 1925), is an interesting and
revealing piece of work, enough to make us pity the fact that he didn 't produce a
similar "brief biography" of his best friend.
7.
For a complete discussion of this curious collaboration, see James L. Henry's
" 'The First Poet': Jack London or George Sterling?" Jack London Newsletter, 6
(May-August 1973), 60-65.
8.
Letter, November 18, 1910 (Jack London Collection, Henry E. Huntington
Library).
Charmian London, "As I Knew Him," Overland Monthly and Out West
9.
Magazine, 85 (December 1927), 360.
10.
See "Laureate of Bohemia: George Sterling," Chapter 12 of They Were San
Franciscans (Caxton Printers, 1941), pp. 295-321. After almost forty years, Miss
deFord's profile remains the single best piece of writing about George Sterling. Thirty
years after the appearance of her book, deFord published further remembrances of the
poet in "San Francisco's Laureate," San Francisco Magazine (August 1971).
11.
Atop Russian Hill, on a steep slope which Sterling favored for its view, is a
worn stone bench which the poet's friends erected in his memory in 1927. His
true memorial was a bronze plaque, fronting the bench, on which was inscribed
the following:
TO REMEMBER
GEORGE STERLING
1869-1926
0 SINGER, FLED AFAR!
THE ERECTED DARKNESS SHALL BUT ISLE THE STAR
THAT WAS YOUR VOICE TO MEN,
TILL MORNING COME AGAIN
AND OF THE NIGHT THAT SONG ALONE REMAIN.
As late as 1969, the year of Sterling's centennial, the plaque remained where it
was, photographed and publicized in a San Francisco Chronicle story. It has since
(like the "singer" it commemorated) "fled afar," the wo.rk of vandals or, one
prefers to think, of sentimental bohemians. Miss deFord's 1971 article mentions
the bench, but not the plaque, which apparently disappeared after it was called to
the city's attention in the 1969 newspaper story.
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MAKING THE MASK

by
Margaret M. Kardell

This material is excerpted from Margaret M. Kardell's
biographic novel of the life of Finn Haakon Frolich, which is
being written as though Finn were telling the story.
I was at Glen Ellen a few weeks before Jack London died. He had
come back from Honolulu and didn't seem to look or act like himself.
Much to my surprise he was nasty to some of his friends, finding fault
with them and criticizing. He had become suspicious of people. He
would argue because he wanted to win a point, and he got mad when
someone was too stupid to see the point - even with his friends . He
didn't want to do the sporting things he used to do, like wrestling and
playing. He didn't seem to even want to go up in the mountains riding
horseback any longer.
But he was again talking to me about buying a three-masted
schooner and rigging her up as a home; taking the interior hull space
and putting in a deck and placing bulkheads and fitting it as a studio
with a galley, and just sailing the world. We had talked about sailing
together ever since our first meeting in 1912. And just a few months
before we had been alone together for nearly three weeks and he had
dreamed and talked of sailing all about. He wanted to go on a
schooner and just spend the rest of his life writing. Of course I was to
go along.
Having sailed the Mediterranean before, I had told him of
marvelous places where he could pick up material for his stories . He
had gone to San Francisco and bought charts of all the places he was
thinking of going. Too bad - I was happy then thinking of the
adventures we would have had.
But in November of 1916 Jack didn't have that gleam in his eyes
that he used to have; he didn't have the laughter. And that's how I
got the idea to make a cast of his head. I felt that someday it might be
too late to do it. I felt he was going down . God, no, I don't mean that
wonderful mind of his, that could never go down. But physically, yes.
He was going down and I was sorry for him.
I told him I had been learning how to cast a mask while a person
was sitting up and without straws stuck up into the nostrils; and I
asked him to let me do one of him . We made a fun thing of doing that
mask just as we had always made a fun thing of everything we did
together. And I didn't tell him I was making it in case something
happened to him.
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We went down into the wine cellar, mixed the plaster, and put salt
on his face, vaselined his eyebrows and tied a rag around his hair.
When the plaster was the right consistency, I put it on him and told
him to blow holes so he could breathe. The mask was a success. But
I'd put on too much salt and Jack didn't like the taste of salt. He
puckered up his mouth and consequently the mouth came out more
serious than the sensuous ones I modelled of him. I made only two
copies; one I gave to Charmian and one I kept. Mine I loaned to Irving
Stone to advertise his book while he was writing Sailor on Horseback.
Source material for this excerpt is by courtesy of Margaret M.
Kardell, Xandria Johns, Gil Frolich, Milo Shepard, and Irving Stone.
Photo by Charles Anton Miller. Photo courtesy of Gil Frolich.
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